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THE OLD DOCTOR. 



I. 

" the one life within us and ahroad, 
Which meets all motion and becomes its sonl, 
A light in sound, a soond-like power in light, 
Ehjthm in all thought, and jojance everywhere — 
Methinks, it should have been impossible 
Not to love all things in a world so filled ; 
Where the breeze warbles, and the mute, still air 
Is Music slumbering on her instrument/' 

*' Queer Village, Augtut 15, 18 — . 

"Deab Tom: I have been rusticating here two 
months now, and am getting a little lonely. If you can 
leave the oflBce, come up for a few days. This is an 
unheard-of place to you, except through my occasional 
scratches, but certainly worth seeing. Its hills, woods, 
and streams are as interesting as any in Kew England. 
Shoxdd Nature fail to satisfy your mood, there is plenty 
of entertaining and profitable matter in reserve, among 
the humcms. To tell the truth (I always do it, sooner 
: or later), I need your superior insight to enlighten my 
' blind study of the element last named. The station is 

ten nules from town ; get off at •, and I will meet 

j ' you as you may appoint. 
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'^ Tell our dear mother that I know she would be 
charmed with this scenery and qniet, which I am fast 
and selfishly absorbing. She must join me in time for 
the autumn leaves. 

" Affectionately, Gbobgb.'^ 

Shortly after the receipt of this note from his twin 
brother, Thomas Gkde, a young lawyer, just beginning 
to be heard amid the babel of metropolitan courts, 
informed his clerk — a man fifty years of age, with a 
slight blear in his eyes, and a consorting tint on his 
nose — ^that he was to be absent several days. 

George had due notice of his brother's intended ar- 
rival ; but, for some reason, instead of going to the sta- 
tion in person, he deputized Eanz Caper, a stage-driver 
of enviable local fame. It was late on a Saturday 
night when Kanz reined up at the John Adams, and 
" landed considerable of a chap '^ from the city. 

" Paid me a half extra 'cause 'twas my second trip, 
and stood the cigars like a man," said he. '^ I'd fetch a 
feller of that stripe through on tick if it took every 
spoke in the cart I O, he liked the horses I You'll 
see he won't forget to bow to rough-and-ready Eanz 
Caper in the morning." 

George did not get far with his excuses for escort- 
ing his guest to town by proxy ; for Tom, to whom a hint 
was geneVaJly as serviceable as detail, interrupted him 
with an eloquent tribute to the surrounding scenery. 
The traveler %eiBg tired, the brothers soon took to their 
beds, to rise on a Sabbath morning. 

When dawn v^as first distinguishable, the new-comer 
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THE OLD DOCTOR. 7 

rose to meet it with apparently the first human greeting 
from the valley. . Other eyes, however, were before his 
own — eyes commissioned by Omniscience to watch, in 
the not far future, the dawn in his benighted soul. 
Star by star, the orbs of heaven went rapidly out in thu 
luminous obscurity of morning ; a vivid line of -light 
crept along the dark edge of the spruces on the^east, 
then, diffusing itself westward from hill to hill, van- 
quished the last trace of night. A heavy dew lay on 
the grass, a tardy mist here and there floated upward 
from the low swamp-lands and rills tributary to Otter 
Brook ; while a dense fog concealed " Darley Pond." 

There is a quiet at noon very like silence ; it is, how- 
ever, subdued music compared with the perfect stillness 
the earth keeps at break of day. This gentlest interval 
comes before man, before the beast, before the bird, 
to wait with benedictive purpose on the world. Its 
influence over a susceptible mind, early cultured by 
wholesome religious teaching, is strongest at the ad- 
vent of the day of rest ; the first light of the present 
morning should, therefore, have been a messenger of 
tenderness and healing to our new acquaintance. Oppos- 
ing powers, however, held sway over him, and the holy 
time went by, leaving him unblest. He lacked yet sev- 
eral years of thirty ; but already his mind had parted 
vdth its youthful freshness, and his soul with that first 
confidence that is at once the chief requisite of wisdom 
and the spring of higher happiness. 

It was on this Sabbath morning, after so long a 
period of neglect, that Tom Gale sought to recall the 
vanished peace of earlier days. Joy, pure and perfect, 
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he had never known ; but as a child he had been much 
happier. Sadly he looked on the scene before him; 
he saw that it was beautiful, but felt that it refused him 
what it freely gave to others. Presently, a relieving 
lightness touched his heart ; it was when the first birds 
raised their voices from out the breaking shadows of 
Maple Grove. 

Maple Grove, the cool, massive temple not made 
with hands, its western pillars rising from the shore bf 
Darley Pond — ^would he could have divined the sanct- 
uary it was to be I 



n. 

"... to the kirk 
With a goodly company." 

QuBEB YiLLAGEy shut in on the east and west by 
twa spurs of a famoos range of mountains, maj be seen 
to the best advantage, perhaps, from the upper veranda 
of the clean, old-fashioned tavern, the nose, as it were, 
of the place. Situated in the angle formed by the in- 
tersection of a cross-road with the main road on the 
east, this cozy building stands hard upon the high- 
way ; its disproportionately large, black sign, on which 
may be read at a distance — 

The John Adams, 
("Unolb Dan,") 

swinging invitingly over the head of the passer-by. 
Making observation from this point, toward the south 
may be seen two parallel rows of plain dwellings, dis- 
similar on close inspection, but bearing a general family 
likeness. The outlook is cheery ; an occasional blemish 
rather Mding to its attractiveness. 

That oblong structure, barricaded by barrels of flour, 
kegs of nails, horse-rakes, cultivators, and plows, is 
the " People's Emporium " ; and the small, besmoked 
building, before which an anxious dam divides the time 
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between switching flies and neighing for her colt left 
at home, is as unmistakably the blacksmith-shop. Yon- 
der specimen of cramped architecture, possibly red in 
years gone by, now a dull, homesick gray, has endured 
the wear-and-tear of wind and weather for many years, 
together with the fiercer onslaught of several genera- 
tions of school-children; while the shattered, mossy- 
roofed cottage opposite, with a forest of lilacs at its 
front door, may be safely set down as the suspected 
residence of some forlorn man or maiden with the bet- 
ter part of life behind. The uninclosed triangular 
space directly in front is Queer Green ; and that little 
boxy thing on wheels is a portable picture-gallery. 
Where it stands, dauntless foemen of the mountains 
mustered, in Revolutionary days, and many a June 
training has since testified to the traditional fitness of 
the spot for stem display. 

The cross-road toward the west runs between more 
pretentious dwellings; they stand farther apart, and 
extend down to Darley Pond. One has an iron fence ; 
Boston influence, perhaps. Pity a cobbler's shop — ^it 
must be his house as well — should flank " Severance 
Mansion" on the right; pity again a tumble-down old 
" meetin'-house " should be suffered to exercise a like 
detrimental privilege on its left. Probably the owners 
of these severally sacred and profane monuments of 
decay, are waiting for a rise in real estate. A railroad 
may, some day, at once enliven and disfigure this lovely 
valley. 

That comparatively stately edifice opposite is no 
meetin'-house ; it is nothing short of a church proper : 
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and we may safely infer that the position of these 
buildings — tiie one confronting the other — does not 
exaggerate the doctrinal differences of the respectire 
bodies that worship in them. Zealous remnants of 
various unorthodox sects congregate, of a seventh-day, 
in the meetin'-house ; while a more prosperous and 
concordant flock of Presbyterians or Congregationalists 
assemble in the White Church. 

" Come, George," said Tom Qule, at the stroke of 
the belfry bell, " I am your guest ; you must look after 
my spiritual as well as my bodily welfare. Let us to 
church I '' 

" Quite right, Tom, as to my duty toward my visit- 
or ; but a miserable headache unfits me for worship this 
morning. You go, and report on your return.*' 

" So be it," was the reply ; and at the proper time 
the lawyer entered White Church, alone. 

The speaker — a cadaverous old man, with a stiff shock 
of white hair and a dark skin in constant contrast with 
a mouthful of whitest artificial teeth, the possessor of a 
sharp, cracked voice withal — ^refrained from any start- 
ling evidence of his talent and learning till he came to 
the sermon. At that point he leaped, in eight words, 
to an astounding attitude — 

^^And Terah died m Haran. What of it I '* 

Such was his opening interrogatory. Sure enough, 
what t Tom Gale, be he advocate or angel now, has 
not the slightest idea to this day. Perhaps it was not 
altogether the preacher's fault, however; for, at this 
summary disposal of Abraham's ancestor, he resolved — 
an erroneous resolution, no doubt, but not without ^reci^ 
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dent — to turn his attention to the living beings about 
hiuL 

To some, whose judgment in other matters is to be 
respected, this determination will appear to hare been 
prompted less by irreverence than by the inability of a 
close observer to lose sight of various incongruities ex- 
isting between the solemnity of the occasion and intru- 
sive elements of the earth earthy. 

At the left of the pulpit, side-view to the congrega- 
tion, sat Mrs. Judith Wicklebit, wife of Rev. Xenos 
"Wicklebit, pastor for five-and-twenty years of the peo- 
ple now assembled before him. About forty, with a 
round, healthy face wherein were deeply set a pair of 
roguish gray eyes, this contented-looking little lady at 
once drew the attention of the stranger. 

" Are her thoughts in heaven % " queried Tom Gale ; 
" ahey the wife of that tottering monument of seventy 
bilious years ! " 

A few seats back, by one of the great, glaring, little- 
paned windows, sat the old-maid milliner, " Lone Me- 
lissy," from behind the forest of lilacs. She had been 
tall ; now she stooped. Her large features must, at one 
time, have been noble, if not handsome ; now they were 
lean and long, covered by an ash-colored skin drawn 
tightly over the bold cheek-bones to lap in flabby 
wrinkles below the chin. Her apparel, the chief article 
of which was a faded green garment, only added to her 
intrinsically pitiable appearance. A high scoop bonnet, 
crossed in a bewildering manner by odd remnants of 
ribbon, bestrode the head of this c^-re-worn woman; 
while^ to complete the picture, a pair of yellowish cot- 
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ton gloves strove ineSectnallj to conceal her angular 
hands. Indeed, so fettered were the long, crooked 
fingers, that she could with difficulty grasp, at one 
and the same time, her palm-leaf fan and her nosegay 
of pinks bordered with caraway. Several blue flies 
left the window at her back, to buzz on noisy circuit 
round her person ; this, apparently, was her main dis- 
comfort. 

Tom smiled inwardly, not once, but many times ; 
presently, however, he felt much more like crying. 
The minister was praying for the troubled, the bur- 
dened in heart ; asking that in the end they might find 
the perfect peace promised in the gospel. This con- 
summation would undoubtedly have been reached by 
Lone Melissy without the intercession of Eev. Xenos 
Wicklebit, but she seemed indebted to his solicitude ; 
and something like a light shone suddenly on her sallow 
face,, and remained there. 

Tom Gale had his sermon, after all ; if he ignored 
the pulpit, he gave heed to the free pew. 

Two men, one on either side of the house, were 
even more at home in the White Church than the 
preacher himseK. With their dexter eyes on the sexton, 
and their sinister eyes on the minister, they were at 
once to be recognized as those officials finally respon- 
sible for the seating of strangers, for the proper open- 
ing and shutting of windows and doors, and for the 
appealing passage of the contribution-plate. Both had 
risen several times, on the present occasion, and beck- 
oned or nodded something to somebody before they 
could sink into the obscurity of humble worship. 
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Though one in office, they were decidedly at variance 
in personal appearance. 

Deacon True was perhaps fifty years of age, tall, 
spare, with hair and whiskers dyed a jet black. His 
motions were slow and uncertain; and, whatever the 
undertakiiig, they achieved djiring its progress an ad- 
mirable exhibition of awkwardness. 

Deacon Sage, on the contrary, was short, sandy- 
haired, red-cheeked, nervous, and comparatively easy in 
action. It was a wise choice when he was selected to 
look after iaonplused children. Sabbath-school book in 
hand, and bewildered visitors entering unarmed. Dea- 
con Sage was of the far-seeing few ; he took care that 
the sexton not only gave Tom Gale a seat in one 
comer of the house far back, but such a one as in- 
closed a pillar, to serve him in the threefold capacity 
of a collateral support, of a screen ' against too general 
observation, and of a barrier between himself and dis- 
agreeable neighbors. The tripping, smirking machine 
known as Deacon Sage had a reason for being; but 
there appeared no excuse for the official existence 
of his associate. Why so dissimilar individuals were 
brought into prominence, was as much a problem as 
the appointment of a lame sexton. — Vigorous minds 
besides Tom Gale's have proved themselves unequal 
to the enigma of ill -matched deacons and halting 
beadles. 

Among the clean-looking farmers seated with their 
wives and children, from two to seven in a pew, was to 
be seen a second woman worthy of attention. So short 
that her shoulders were nearly on a level with the high- 
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backed seat, Tom might have OTerlooked her had it 
not been for the fact that her hands insisted on a nerv- 
ons motion, which was at times communicated to her 
entire body. This singolar restlessness arose from a 
temporary discontinuance of the textorial habit that 
gave her the name of " Knitting Liza.** She it was, 
always to be seen of a week-day trudging across the 
fields with a small basket on her arm, manufacturing 
blue socks as she went. She had four distinct occupa- 
tions — ^knitting blue socks, mischief-making, growing 
safiEron, and raising dogs. Without the incessant ac- 
tivity of Knitting Liza, Queer Village would have been 
a comparatively tame place. This shriveled widow 
(she claimed to have lost a most exemplary husband) 
was everywhere and in everything. 

Tom GhJe had barely finished his study of her when, 
service being two thirds over, suddenly the sexton 
limpe4 toward the outer door. Eight body pews im- 
mediately under the preacher's eye, so far tenantless, 
were about to be filled. A squad of short-haired boys 
in brown jackets now filed, two by two, into the main 
aisle; after them advanced a company of little girls 
dressed in gingham, their aprons very white and their 
hats turtle-shaped. Deacon True leading the way, the 
boys marched into the four front slips ; while the girls, 
guided by Deacon Sage, who really proved himself en- 
titled to a drum-major's commission, huddled into the re- 
maining four behind. The time had now come for Mr. 
Peter Pop-up, the sexton ; and with an undulatory mo- 
tion like that of a tug in rough water, he began towing 
in the guardians of the children — a fieshy woman, and a 
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delicate, stupid-looking girl with a large handkerchief 
ik each hand. 

It would, perhaps, be difficult to say just who these 
children were, but they were evidently strangers. No 
sooner did they arrive at a state of quiet, than the pastor, 
glancing benevolently down over his spectacles, stated 
to them a fact already familiar to the mass of his hearers, 
namely, that Terah died in Haran. Now, at a signal 
from the superior, the assistant rose and, reaching much 
too far for grace, made several decisive motions with 
the 'kerchief in her left hand on and about the nasal 
organ of a bullet-headed boy. The boy bore the as- 
sault patiently, but with evident astonishment. Simul- 
taneously a smile passed over the weazen features of 
Knitting Liza, and a frown much larger over the ex- 
pansive brow of the matron. Madam Blumb. It was 
not the biggest of blunders, but the assistant had op- 
erated with the linen instrument intended for the girls, 
and, what was a greater disappointment, on the wrong 
boy! 

Did Tom Gale miss this ? Not he ; and he thought 
the faster. One by one, as best he could from his re- 
mote comer, he read along the line of faces. Here, 
again, waa an opportnnity for the prosecution of what 
was to him the study of studies— the unknown. The old 
preacher was still taxing his exhausted voice to meet 
the requirements of the obsequies of him that died in 
Haran, but Tom heard not a croak of it. The latest 
developments of the laws of heredity, the influence of 
early training, the responsibility of one human being 
for the life-course of another — these topics absorbed his 
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attention. On and on he thought till, as ever, he came 
on the final problem of destiny. 

Destiny I He was startled ; for an instant he thought 
he might have pronoanced the haunting word aloud. 
Ill at ease, he looked cautiously about him. At this 
moment the preacher, having ended his discourse, 
folded his hands for the closing prayer. As the people 
bowed their heads, a young woman, whom it had hith- 
erto been impossible for him to see, turned suddenly 
about and gazed steadfastly into Tom Gale's eyes. 

That destiny he was ever pondering, having taken 
on itself a flesh-and-blood embodiment, was now face 
to face with him. 

On his brother's anxiously-awaited return to the 
John Adams, George was obliged to accept an unsatis- 
factory report. 

" Laura was not there," he reasoned ; "had she been, 
she could not have escaped his notice. Well, it is but 
a brief postponement ; he must meet her at the Darley 
party, when my foolish secret will be out." 

The medical student was in trouble; the lawyer 
knew it, and he now knew, too, that the fatal eyes of 
the fair stranger (whom he preferred to have George 
believe he had not seen) had done their part toward 
complicating the " study " for the mastering of which 
his assistance was desired. 



III. 

" Bom into life ! — ^we bring 
A bias with us here, 
And, when here, each new thing 
Affects us we come near ; 
To tones we did not call our being must keep chime.^ 

Thomas and George Gale, natives of MassacIiTisetts, 
lived in a village till old enough to enter on a conrse 
of academic study. Having been carefully tutored by 
their mother at home, on going away to school at the 
age of twelve they found themselves in advance of 
their fellow-pupils. Their father, Arthur B. Gale, 
was of aristocratic parentage — a Northerner by birth, 
educated among maternal relatives in the South. A 
college graduate, the inheritor of wealth, singularly 
attractive in person, when barely out of the teens he 
clandestinely married a gifted actress several years his 
senior. For the sake of a profession he studied law, 
and soon entered on a promising public career. His 
domestic relations proved unhappy, and, fortunately, 
perhaps, for both himself and family, they were termi- 
nated at the expiration of five short years by a duel 
of his own seeking. Later, the shadow of the hand of 
a gracious Providence maybe discovered in the fact 
that he fell before the end of a<^lebrated trial in which 
he was engaged. 
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The widow, left to care for her two boys, was in 
every way fitted for the responsibility. The equal, in- 
tellectually, of the man she married, she afterward 
developed a purity of spirit he could never have at- 
tained. Four years of her wedded life passed very 
heavily. After her husband's decease she seldom re- 
ferred to him; neither did she regret that the child 
Tom had never called him father. There was an 
inborn estrangement between the parent now dead and 
this boy. George did not share his brother's unnatural 
sentiments ; in this, as in many other particulars, their 
young natures were opposed. 

At sixteen, George was handsome and high-spirited, 
favoring his father ; but he did not fall heir to his ill- 
starred parent's brilliancy of mind, nor was he cursed by 
his rash, ungovernable disposition. A gentle youth and 
a good student, he not infrequently divided class honors 
with Tom, though the latter excelled him and all other 
competitors in intellectuality. As a boy, there was 
something back of Tom's words that made them weigh 
— a power that, increasing with years, enabled him at 
maturity to subject the will of others to his own. He 
was not overbearing; affairs interesting him seemed 
naturally to follow the course he favored. To George, 
his peer in the class-room, he was more like a father 
than like a brother in private association. From the 
beginning, there went with Tom Gale a recognized 
superiority, which the reader is left to analyze and de- 
fine on better acquaintance. 

The twin-brothers, after boyhood, came to differ 
widely in physical appearance. Tom dev^lo^ivsAj^*^ 
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vigorous, sinewy man, of mncli the heavier build ; and 
his features, with one exception, grew to be compara- 
tively plain. The exception, however — ^his eyes — ^made 
ample amends. Large and lustrous, earnest, devouring, 
Tom Gale's eyes contributed to his face a striking com- 
bination of strength and splendor ; of themselves they 
proclaimed the man. For this superior inheritance he 
was proud to be indebted to his mother. Was this why 
she so often called him Tver boy % 

Compared with George, with children in general, 
he manifested little affection; appreciation was not 
lacking, nor was sympathy, but they came rather from 
the head than from the heart. Could it have been 
that, because of this failing, the mother was drawn more 
strongly toward him ? 

While Tom engaged with his brother and his mates 
in their simple sports, he soon wearied of them, and 
left them for what was more congenial to him — soli- 
tude. A book was his chief delight ; but .this, too, he 
would finally toss aside, as if it had become an annoy- 
ance. He was seldom known either to laugh or to cry. 
Perhaps he was subject to fewer emotions than other 
young people ; if he felt many, he did not allow them 
to come to the surface. 

Sometimes his mother would style him her " dream- 
er,'' which was only a substitute for the right word. 
Tom was no dreamer; apprehension of the actual was 
as natural to him as breath. Here, again, he and hia 
mother were one ; still, the boy was ever the parent's 
study. Finally, the mother came to understand that, 
deBpite Mb reticence, the child confided to her more 
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than words conld express ; and she looked forward with 
trembling to his f ature. ^^ There is goodness and great- 
ness in Tom/' she meditated, " which I fear will never 
come to the ftill flower. Shall I tell him, in after-years, 
that a blight touched him in the bud \ " 

The opinion of Tom's nnrse, old Nancy, pictures 
his early character as seen by simple minds like her 
own, " Missus," said she, while reverently inspecting 
treasured relics of his childhood, " I never could help 
thinkin' he was a leetle more than just a human bein'. 
For all he wouldn't stand pettin', there was something 
in him terrible easy to be fond of. I can't tell why, 
but he always made me sorry. He isn't the same stripe 
as common folks. I sha'n't live to see him a growed- 
up man, but them that does will see a mighty power- 
ful and unhappy mortal." 

While at Academy, Tom answered a letter 

from his mother containing the substance of Nancy's 
opinion, in a manner peculiarly his own : 

" You say to me, * Seek true happiness.' I can only 
respond, * If I succeed in avoiding sorrow, there will 
I rest content.' It is no easy matter to keep out of 
harm's way ; but it is far more diflScult to make friends 
even with comfort. 

" As to my occasional sallies of humor, you know 
that where there are valleys there must be hills ; so in the 
mind, above its depressions sparkle the heights of mirth- 
fulness. I am too well aware, my dear mother, that your 
errant son does not walk the path of life in the centre ; 
but know that, after his tortuous life-travel, be it long 
or short, he will finally reach, iha g^i!L c>t\ia» AwftAiw^* 
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" Old Nancy ! With due deference to her honest 
soul, though she speaks much truth, I shall hard! j dare 
act on her theory of my unique creation and purpose in 
this world. Women of her years and previous occupa- 
tion remind me pf clocks that, having run accurately 
for a half -century or more, take the rightful privilege 
of pointing their aged hands in any direction, and of 
striking when and where they please." 

Tom ranked high in his classes ; had he chosen, he 
might easily have led them. The subjects most inter* 
esting to him were not treated in the text-books, and 
some time before he graduated from the academy he 
decided that he could not afford four years at college. 
Having so determined, he wrote his mother these char- 
acteristic words : 

" The true student tnists mainly to the inner sight, 
which can not be deceived by illusions that mislead the 
physical eye. Nor is he content with gaining entrance 
into tame regions accessible to the average mind ; it is 
beyond, across the guarded bounds of mystery, that he 
aspires to move. A friendly voice is ever calling to 
him from afar, * Victory worth the winning awaits thee 
in realms of the unknown ! ' " 

Tom Gale had thought beyond his yeai's. Again he 
writes: 

" Who would be secure in this world, must mak 
for himself an armor to be worn day and night; for, i 
the vital place be exposed but for an instant, the fab 
wound may be received. Fate often falls on weaknessei 
and that inherited, with a severity that should be visits 
on Clime alone. It attacks toot frequently that tende 
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timid life least capable of defense, and whose yeiy help- 
lessness should be its protectipn.'' 

The closing sentences of the same letter embody 
an idea always uppermost in his mind. 

" Tim is a smcM world : we can not get away from 
one another. An injury to the spirit," he adds, " though 
it heal quickly and give no trouble for years, may, 
like the bite of a rabid dog, at last assert its virulence." 

It only remains to be noticed here that Tom Gale's 
valedictory, entitled "Undiscussed Propositions," so 
excited the admiration of an elderly New York lawyer 
that he tendered the young orator the privileges of his 
office. Ten years afterward, on the death of his supe- 
rior, he succeeded him in business — ^in which situation 
the reader has made his acquaintance. 



r 



IV. 

** The genial giant . . . rolled himself 
Thrice ; . . . then burst oat in words.'' 

On the Monday morning following Tom Gale's 
first Sabbath in Queer Village, he was roused by a vio- 
lent and early stir at the ^^ John Adams." A man and 
a dog, both with mighty voices, were in pursuit of a 
spotted yearling that had broken into the hotel garden. 
The chase resulted in the capture of the intruding ani- 
ma], and the snapping of all four of its offending heels 
into the air ; when, one hand clinched into its nostrils, 
the other griped about its nubby horns, the victor, with 
a back as broad as his stable-door, gave the prostrate 
beast's head a parting dig.into the dirt, and puffed out, 
" Blow ye ! " The combatants were severally Uncle 
Dan, his dog "Ruin," and Deacon True's thorough- 
bred bull. 

After this adventure, the talk at breakfast naturally 
turned on physical strength. Uncle Dan, whose every 
mot;ion belied his words, was careful to avoid all per- 
sonal claims to this sort of superiority ; but he admit- 
ted an intimate acquaintance with several men of pro- 
digious muscular power. Stories of riding a bear from 
the top of a neighboring mountain down into the val- 
ley; of walking up a steep hill with a heavy plow on 
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the back, the bearer stooping to pick Btrawberries, 
unconscious of any incumbrance; of breaking Milo- 
like legs as easily as if they had been pipe-stems in 
wrestling-matches, the favorite sport at June trainings 

\ — ^many such narratives followed in rapid succession, 
when Uncle Dan, having whipped his plate as clean as 
Buin could have lapped it, was pressed into telling one 
of his own adventures. 

" Sha'n't have to go far to lay the scene," he began. 
" I think likely the riskiest caper I ever cut was catch- 
ing that leetle whelp of a Darley pony. You see he 
was just peelin' it, and my girl, Laury " — a glance at 
GJeorge, and a knowing chuckle — " settin' close to his 
back as a button ; the bit was broke, and the boss had 

; it all his own way. Stepping out into the middle 
of the road, I spread my arms ; when the pesky scamp 
hutted as square ag'in me as ever a line-backed cow 

V with a board on her horns, brought up ag'in a stone 
wall. He'd got to the end of his rope — ^blow me if he 

' hadn't 1 But, boys, just step out to the bam while I 

: kill a sheep friend Darley has made me a present of, 

■and I'll give you to understand what I call a strong 

jiman." 

Uncle Dan could not be idle for a moment: he 
could tell stories without number, but only as an ac- 
companiment to manual labor. His wether was soon 
.strung up, whereupon he began the promised narra- 
tion.* 

♦ The feats of strength and agility reported by Uncle Dan in this 
diapter were actually performed by a railroad engineer, a native of New 
Bampshire. 
2 
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" Ton young chaps never saw those oldnstyle short 
cars which carried jnst twenty-six passengers, bnt yon 
can imagine something how heavy they would be. 
Well, I've seen a man take and set them cars, one end 
at a time, off and on the track as easy as you could a 
buggy-wagon. I've also seen him pick up an anchor 
weighing fourteen hundred pounds, and carry it forty 
feet." 

At this juncture a soft-voiced listener, in a blue coat 
with brass buttons, attempted to speak. 

" 'Way deown — ^" 

" Hold your bosses, Jo 1 " shouted Uncle Dan ; and, 
with a wave of his enormous hand, he continued: 
"This same man — an engineer, by the way — ^would 
take a barrel of cider, knock out the bung, stick his 
two forefingers into the bung-hole, and lift it into the 
tail of a cart three feet from the ground. That's my 
idee of strength." 

" Mine, tew," ejaculated BiU Jenkins. 

" And, what is queerest of all, he was every whit ae 
spry as he was strong, this engineer. It was no trouble 
for him to turn a somersault forward or backward, 
without touching his hands. Time and ag'in I've seei 
him stand stock-still on one leg under a string as higlj 
as his head, then spring clean over it." 

" I vow 1 " again exclaimed astonished Bill ' Jei 

kins. 

" He never found any three men together able t< 
put him on his back." 

" Here Jo made a second attempt : " 'Way deo^ 
in—'' 
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" Jo,'' expostulated IJDcle Dan, " I'll allow you have 
[getest voice, but I must sing my own tune." 
• uttered three of the four words invariably 
pA<;iacing his yams, and, believing he would get in the 
entire number next time, subsided. 

" Daniel Coombs — that was his name," resumed the 
speaker, with less confidence for the moment — ^^ was not 
much of a drinker, but it did tickle him to drive a nail 
into the wall six inches above his head, and kick it ofE 
on a wager for the treat all round." 

" I van 1 " mumbled drowsy Tim Jenkins, Bill's 
brother, regretting that some such performance could 
not be gone through with, tipple included, before he 
woujd be obliged to return to his shop. 

^^ He once took a dram all to himself, though, Tim. 
It was from the bung of a barrel of wine held out at 
arms' end. What d'ye say to that ? " 

" Pooty hard on the boys standin' reound," replied 
Tim as emphatically as possible for a man never more 
than half awake. 

^^ Take such strength as that, and put it along with 
the spryness of a cat, and you've got your hands full ; 
blow me if you ha'n't 1 " 

"Well, you havel" exclaimed Josh Jenkins, the 
youngest of the family regiment. 

" I could tell you how he worsted Deaf Burke when 
they put on the gloves one fine day in Hanover Street, 
Boston. But I see Jo can't stand it much longer." 

" One moment. How would you describe this engi- 
neer. Uncle Dan % " asked the lawyer from New York. 

"Ya-as, that's it; how'd he look?" It ^^ tX^a 
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voice of Josh, who wished to have it understood that 
he knew the meaning of the verb to describe, if he 
conld not conjugate it. 

The narrator hesitated ; then with a cunning twinkle 
in his gray eyes replied, " Black eyes, black hair a trifle 
curly, a perfect biiHd — in short, what you'd call a right 
good-looking feller. He stood straight as an arrow ; 
his muscles were like wicker-work, and covered with a 
coat of hair that made him look, when stripped, more 
like a bear than like a human being." 

" How did he compare with you for size ? " 

" Ya-as, was he big as you be, or was you as big as 
him ? " added Josh. 

"O, he wasn't so big as I am now; say, forty 
inches round the waist, five foot ten high, and heft about 
one hundred and ninety pounds. Tou see, as I stand 
here, I can raise the weights to the tune of two hundred 
and thirty." 

" Were you as heavy when Coombs's companion, 
years ago \ " 

" No, can't say I was, quite." 

" Did you ever have a trial of strength with him ? 

"Lord bless you 1 we locked horns lots of times." 

" With what result ? " 

"Young man," replied Uncle Dan, seriously, "it ia X 
high time I fetched a pitcher of cider. No more qufes-, .' 
tions ; court don't sit to-day at the John Adams." 

"No," the lawyer responded, "but Daniel Leavitt,' 
dUaa Uncle Dan, aUas Daniel Coombs, is to-day pro-?!i 
prietor of that hospitable inn, and stands better as aj 
JawdJord than as a witness on cross-examination." 
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" Sure 1 " exclaimed the Jenkinses in chorns. They 
had heard many stories of Uncle Dan ; hut these last 
were almost heyond belief. 

As Uncle Dan returned with the cider, Deacon True 
came up in search of his thoroughbred. 

" The first glass for the deacon 1 " roared the land- 
lord, extending a sparkling tumbler. 

" Go in, deacon 1 " snickered Josh. 

The demure man stood mute. 

" Very well, then," continued Uncle Dan, " if you 
won't take cider, why, you can have a talking to in- 
stead. Everybody here has to take one or t'other." 

(Tim signified a silent preference for the cider.) 

" After I spoke to you, Saturday night, about that 
line of fence between you and me, the Lord would have 
thought just as much of yoa, in my opinion, if you had 
taken time before and after meetin' to put it up. There 
is just as much religion, accordin' to my reckonin', in 
keepin' a man's cattle in their own pasture as there is 
in going to church." 

" And mine," seconded Bill Jenkins, slowly nodding 
his snarly head. 

" What is the damage ? " asked the deacon. 

" I haven't said anything about ^ damage,' " replied 
Uncle Dan ; " I was only stating general principles. — 
There's your bull, deacon ! " 

Walking toward the animal, the speaker added in a 
lower tone of voice, "Perhaps you'd better put a little 
tallow in his nose, and keep him up for a few days ; he 
looks tired." 



\ 
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The deacon's visit, together with the cider, left our 
raral auditors in so forbearing a mood that gentle Jo 
was emboldened to a third and final effort. 

<^ 'Way deown in Maine," he began ; and there ended, 
for want of listeners. 

However, he had an errand ont of which he would 
not be cheated. 

Following the brothers Gale, he said, in a half- 
whisper, "Both the Miss Parleys give me a note to 
yon, but, ye see, I've lost it. No harm done, for I 
inow'd what was into it. They sent their condiments, 
and would be pleasured to have each of you two come 
deown to the heouse in the region of eight o'clock, and 
stay the neef nin'. It's the party they gives onct a year 
to the hull teown, hedgehogs from the by-ways and 
everybody. You are included." 

The reader has now learned two of Jo's peculiari- 
ties : his highly original vocabulary, and his predilec- 
tion for remarkable occurrences invariably located in 
the extreme northeastern portion of the United States. 
Having been a busy reader in his day, and having 
spent a large, part of his life in the service of intelli- 
gent, well-spoken people — ^had it not been for an incura- 
ble constitutional bias toward crookedness of thought 
and expression, he must have risen above the average 
of his associates. Organized as he was, it is impossi- 
ble to overdraw the mental disaster consequent upon ' 
his advantages. 

He now appears in the rdle of man-of-all-work on 
Justin Barley's farm. Here we might have found him i 
ten years before. With his white hair combed in front J. 
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of his ears to meet the puffy whiskers on the sides of 
his face ; a gray slouch hat with a broad, greasy brim 
on his round, bristly head, and a long, blue frock-coat 
with brass buttons on his back ; a pair of faded brown 
pantaloons on his rheumatic legs, and a pair of wrinkled 
shoes with turn-up toes on his feet — probably he has 
not changed materially during the last decade. Indeed, 
it would not be surprising if, at the same distance of 
time in the future, he should still be the identical Jo of 
former days ; the quiet, though firm and independent, 
mortal who, rather a curiosity than a creature of util- 
ity, should continue to perform the smallest require- 
ment of tongue or hand with inimitable obliqueness, 
tenacious as ever of events that occurred " Vay deown 
in Maine." 



V. 

" Is our whole dissembly appeared ? " 

After receiving their invitations to the yearly gath- 
ering at Maple Grove, known among Queer Villagers as 
the "Darley Party/^ the brothers busied theniselves in 
very different ways. George sat quietly in his room ; 
while Tom strolled leisurely about town, then out to 
neighboring farms, from time to time entering memo- 
randa in a little blank book as he journeyed. 

Jealousy found no place in George Gale's composi- 
tion. It was not because he feared Tom would become 
his rival that, at this late hour, he sat thinking that he 
had summoned him for consultation in a matter perhaps 
better kept to one's self. His acquaintance with the 
sisters, Agnes and Laura Darley, covered a period of a 
little more than two months; during this time, how-' 
ever, many of his leisure hours had been devoted to 
Laura. 

Precisely how this came about, he was once more 
trying to explain. "Invariably," he meditated, "I 
have left Miss Agnes's presence a happier man ; while ' 
from Miss Laura I have always come away perplexed, 
if not sorrowful. It were folly to consider myself as 
the lover of either ; but, grant that my lively interest 
in one or the other might terminate in affection, assur- 
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edly the lot would fall on Miss Agnes, the elder. 
Why, then, have I not devoted my time to her instead 
of to her sister? That is the question. Against my 
instinct, in opposition to my judgment, I have daily 
become more and more involved with the life of Laura 
Darley, to the neglect of Miss Agnes. Has this been 
Laura's intention? That I do not believe any more 
than I believe it has been my own. Who can account 
for the inconsistency, the absurdity, of such a situa- 
tion? Tom, if any one; but do I wish him to? 
Laura Darley cares little for me. I ought not to and 
do not, really, care more for her ; yet, when I would 
plan our separation, how illy I succeed! Uneasy in 
her presence, I am in torment out of it ; and, what is 
worse, the ungovernable perverseness is growing on 
me. Tom meets her this evening; what will he say 
afterward?" 

During a long and unpleasant self-analysis, our 
young friend found at intervals momentary relief : it 
was when Agnes's face rested in strange distinctness 
before his imagination. 

Tom Gale, having assured himself that the eyes 
met at the White Church were none other than Laura 
Barley's, his lines of action converged to the one ques- 
tion, " Shall I meet them again ? " He needed no 
more evidence to enable him to advise George ; and, so 
far as he was personally concerned, he would rather 
remain at home. On the other hand, should he absent 
himself from the party, he could not avoid the enchant- 
ress of the Grove at all times and places thereafter. 
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" Mortals may not contend with Zeus," he said to 
himself, finally ; and, as few are able to do, dismissed 
all forebodings from his mind. 

A mixed assembly of villagers and farmers, with 
their wives, sons, and daughters — such was the " Dar- 
ley Party." For the first time (she was careful not to 
let the fact appear) Laura was rejoiced at its recur- 
rence. The greater the number of guests, and the 
more heterogeneous the gathering, the better for the 
fulfillment of the desire uppermost in her heart; 
namely, to be in Tom Gale's presence, and yet so cir- 
cumstanced that he must share her favors as hostess 
with many others. 

The young lady knew nothing of him except the lit- 
tle she had learned from his brother. She had not 
exchanged a word with him ; had seen him but that 
once, in the White Church. 

Never having taken anything like this pains for a 
man before, why should she now ? 

Had Miss Laura's father and sister discovered her 
interest in the present occasion, they would simply have 
thought, " Here is auother development of the old in- 
explicable strangeness." For several weeks she had 
spent much of her spare time with George Gale. 
This was to be expected where congenial society was 
rare ; and it was evident that she enjoyed the student's 
society only as a relief from solitude. 

Handsome George Gale was not to be regarded so 
lightly by most young women in country or town. 
Tom did not exaggerate when, in the midst of the in- 
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congraoTis festivities of the party, he said to him, " The 
rural maidens, plumed in their best, stare from all quar- 
ters as if you were Apollo himself." 

If the severely critical lawyer was so affected, sure- 
ly there was a sufficient excuse for the behavior of 
George's many lady adorers : for the overgrown miss 
that was at a loss what to do with her hands ; for the 
round, dumpy miss — the mold so objectionable to By- 
ron — with thin rings buried in her puffy fingers ; for her 
with the slight strabismus ; for the wearer of short sleeves 
and a huge convict-kind of a bracelet rattling whenever 
she moved — and she was seldom or never still ; for the 
impulsive, overflowing damsel, pianiste and ca/ntaArice^ 
who would have done all Christian ears a favor had 
she taken her dulcimer to Mount Arbora and played it 
there ; for the tall, cypress-like virgin with seal's eyes 
universally admired by those Tinfamiliar with the orbs 
of the amphibious original ; for the trim, ready school- 
ma'am who had taught more seasons than she would 
have you believe she had lived ; and, finally, for several 
freer young females, recently married, but comporting 
themselves as if backed by a long matronly experience. 
None of these were to be blamed for a sense of bewil- 
derment caused by too intent gazing on the radiant 
guest, George Gale. 

Poor fellow! Before nine o'clock he had candy- 
mottoes enough in his pockets to set a rag-picker up in 
business. There was no leisure left for Miss Laura. 
Having presented Tom to her, it was late before he 
could catch a further word with her. 

" Well," he playfully asked, " how does Mr. G 
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of the serious countenance compare with his thought- 
less brother— unfortunate, as well, in having been do- 
prived of your society so long? Pray, now, nothing 
uncompKmentary to either of ns » 

" My good friend,^ replied the other, "were it pos- 
sible to add to the homage already paid you, I would 
gladly contribute my mite. "Will that do ? " 

It had to do ; for the speaker was gone before he 
could collect himself and respond, " Why, then, fair in- 
consistent, do you fix your eyes on the plainer man, 
apparently unable to remove them ? '' 

Several imperfectly mustached gentlemen, indige- 
nous growths of Queer Village, would have answered 
George's suppressed inquiry, or, in fact, any other, with- 
out inconveniencing their penetrant intellects. "With 
flashy neck-ties, a generous supply of oil (bear's ?) on 
their hair, and an equally insisting peppermint-like prep- 
aration on their handkerchiefs, these sagacious sprouts 
were indisputably students, home on a vacation. Mak- 
ing signs and uttering groans and cries understood 
only by the initiated, they gave full play to the critical 
faculties of the incipient academician. 

Their ground of right to pass judgment on Laura 
Darley was conclusive enough : they were inhabitants 
with her of one and the same village. " She was al- 
ways stuck-up," said one ; " head higher than a kite." 

" After all, she will allow herself to be called Uncle 
Dan's pet," said another. 

' " Better come out of the kitchen, uncle," chirped a 
third, " and look after your darling." 

"No time to lose, Danny," squeaked a fourth. 
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".Drop your ice-cream machine, trundle this way, and 
keep an eye to your Laury ; the fellow with a woman's 
face is a blood." 

As for Tom, he was generally considered what was 
curtly termed a " stick." The Rev. Cummings, of the 
" meetin'-house," and his mother, a pleasant old lady, 
received, apparently, the most of his attention. 

Appearances may have been as deceitful in Queer 
Yillage at this time as they are elsewhere at all times ; 
BO, too much trust must not be reposed in the impres- 
sions of the annual guests of benevolent Justin Darley. 
However attentive to Mr. Cummings, Tom Gale lost 
no look, no movement of Laura Darley while she was in 
his sight. Laura was conscious of his study of her (he, 
too, was aware of her study of him), though few words 
passed between them during the evening. It must have 
been a secret process — ^that of the lawyer and the maid- 
en in their cross-lines of investigation ; for there were 
reasons why the Eev. Cummings (George as well) should 
discover such a proceeding, and he did not. 

This excellent and talented man stood first among 
Mr. Darley's friends ; he would have been his pastor 
also but for the promise of the indulgent husband to his 
wife, shortly before her death, that he and her daughters 
would be regular attendants at the White Church. He 
might have been nearer even than pastor and friend but 
for an insurmountable if. 

Let it not be thought that Terali's aged champion 
failed jko favor, or, rather, to flavor, the present occa- 
sion. Closeted with Squire Sias and his deacons in the 
library, his musty influence spread to every nook and 
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comer of the house. The Kev. Xeiios Wicklebit and the 
more exalted functionaries of the White Church were 
to take a short trip for the sake of duty and pleasuro 
combined ; and they now sat in conclave, completing 
arrangements for an early start next morning. 

The only important news from the conference was 
caught at the crack of the 8<mctwn door by Sister Selina 
Skinner. Said this zealous disciple, quoting her pastor's 
language, to " Si," her eldest bom, a rather hilarious lad 
to be thought of for the canonicals, " The Lord willing, 
Mr. Wicklebit will preach next Sunday from the Epistle 
of Paul, the apostle to the Hebrews, eleventh and 
twenty-fourth." 

" All right," retumed Si, " I can stand it till then. 
For Lord's sake don't let's have any sermonin' to-night 1 
— ^When's the cake and ice-cream coming round ?" 

" Si — Josy — Josiah — " 

" I told you," blurted the heedless scion — " I told 
you we ought to have eat a nut-cake or two before we 
started. I'm holler as a high-hole's nest. Where are 
we all goin' to set, anyway, when the time comes ? " 

Bemonstrance was idle; Si had conquered again. 
There is a limit to human endurance, and Si had dis- 
covered it at an early age : he was not a bad boy. 

While the Eev. Xenos Wicklebit was entertaining 
his deacons with a synopsis of his next discourse from 
the text. By faith MoseSy when he was come to yea/rsy 
refused to he caUed the son of JPharaoK^s daughter ^ his 
pale, spiritual-looking brother, addressing Mr. Dai'ley 
and Tom Gale, was heard to say, 

"Seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, 
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years, ages — these may be termed slides of different 
length in the giant telescope of time. Drawn out in 
order, from generation to generation, the future is grad- 
ually revealed with increasing distinctness ; until, at the 
full scope of the instrument, mankind shall attain the 
limit of vision. . . ' . 

" I look on our lives as so many pictures on the easel 
of the master-artist. When perfected, he hangs before 
each the dark curtain of death. It is arffued by many 
that we severaUy paint onr own life-poSraits L they 
shall adorn the walls of eternity ; our thoughts, words, 
deeds, determining their character and value. 

^^ But is such reasoning tenable ? Man does not 
begin his life; in other words, does not give the 
picture the first touch. He does not end his life ; 
which is but saying that he does not lend the final 
stroke. This admitted, together with all intermediate 
disturbances, can he declare at last, ^This is entirely 
my own work ' ? ^' . 

" What part, then, I ask, has a man with his own 
life further than that of a restricted assistant? So 
grand a concept he would quickly mar, if permitted to 
work on other- than its less difficult features." 

"But, Mr. Cummings, aren't you making little of 
personal responsibility?" It was Laura, who joined 
the group in time to catch his last words. 

" Kot at all. I simply maintain that it has a limit ; 
that, as between man and his Maker, the field is com- 
paratively small. Room enough remains for approba- 
tion and condemnation, as the fruit of free-doing ; but 
the field is small compared with the illimitable scope of 
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those agencies that work the Creator's will without the 
domain of man's control." 

"But what of personal responsibility as between 
man and man ! Can one human being be held answer- 
able for the conduct of another?" 

" You have sought to entangle me in the perplexi- 
ties of that same question before, Miss Laura," replied 
the clergyman, with a reproving smile. "All I can 
well say about it at present is, that individuality and 
self-responsibility are inseparable. When one being 
merges into another— which happens oftener than is 
generally believed — that other may control the action 
of the first, may make it to a given degree his own, and 
so become correspondingly answerable for it. I must 
beg your pardon, and leave so complicated a subject for 
sopae future occasion." 

Tom Gale and Laura exchanged glances; when, 
turning to Tom, the speaker continued : 

"I did not respond to your remark concerning sin 
and prayer. As for sin, I would no more banish it 
from the world than I would bodily pain. It is to the 
spiritual being what that is to the corporal — ^a benevo- 
lent warning against harm. My sin, at least, has been 
my friend. Take it from me, with the saving work it 
has wrought in my heart, and I should be without hope, 
with no wish to live, and afraid to die." 

Little did Tom Gale suspect the terrible meaning in 
these words ; little did he imagine they would be re- 
ferred to thereafter. 

" With regard to prayer," continued the Rev. Cum- 
mings, " the most acceptable to God, it seems to me. 
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must be the silent ojffering of duty conscientiously per- 
formed, of continuous striving toward the highest in 
patience and humility. Man not being permitted to 
look his God in the face, I sometimes think it is at 
least with an appearance of presumption that he direct- 
ly addresses Him, confident that his words will go 
straight to the heart of Omnipotence." 

Uncle Dan's heavy voice now announced the hour 
of refreshment ; when the lawyer, embracing his oppor- 
tunity, passed unobserved fl-om the room. Youthful 
Si, and the students wrapped in pungent odors and 
unprofitable jealousy, perhaps, dissenting, the old land- 
lord's presence lent a decided relish to the entertain- 
ment. At his hearty invitation, the Rev. Xenos Wick- 
lebit, shivering though he was, could not resist a sec- 
ond dish of the cream. 

"Where's our friend, the lawyer? '' he asked Laura. 
" I'll warrant he's one of those chaps too cunnin' to eat 
cake. He lives mostly by looking at things and think- 
in' it over, I reckon. Acts as if he hadn't any friends, 
nor any need of 'em. Take my word f or't, he's an un* 
happy dog. — ^Why don't you speak, girl ? '* 

" I have not known him long enough to form an 
opinion," was Laura's answer. Had she spoken her 
heart, she would have said : " He has one friend, if no 
more ; and he has need of her." 



VI. 

'* This is as strange a maze as e^er men trod ; 
And there is in this business more tlian Nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge." 

HowEVEB others fared, three of those present, the 
night of the Darley party, did not sleep after its f esfivi- 
ties. " Don't you think Counselor Grale an exceedingly 
peculiar man ? " asked Agnes of Laura, when the cot- 
tage in Maple Grove was once more restored to quiet. 

"A man of strong character, of marked individual- 
ity, I should say; peculiar, perhaps, is not just the 
word.'' 

" He seems so old for one of his years." 

" It is his maturity of mind." 

^^ I suppose so. His attainments must be exception- 
al, or Mr. Cummings would not have been so pleased 
with him. He was polite enough to me, but rather far 
away. Talking to such distant, looming men is much 
like singing hymns to so many Mont Blancs." 

" I see how it is," answered Laura, with a smile ; 
"the incomparable doctor in enibryo has spoiled you 
for less handsome and gracious gentlemen." 

" You forget, my dear. I have seen so little of him 
that I know him barely better than I do the lawyer 
full-fledged. Some time, when you can spare him, I 
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shall be glad to discern for myself Iiis many excellent 
qualities." 

"Selfisliness could not hope for a milder rebuke, 
Mr. George Gale shall hereafter be free from the re- 
straint of your tyrannous sister." 

"Don't trouble yourself; I might not welcome a 
refugee from another's indifference. Furthermore, the 
freedman may not wish to fly. If appearances are to 
be relied on, he is already more than half in love with 
you." 

" How can you say such a thing, Agnes ? " 

"I verily believe you have abused the poor fellow." 

" A second damaging charge. And how, pray, have 
I abused him?" 

"By letting him beKeve you can love any one, man 
or angel." 

" You lay about savagely to-night, my Gentle. By 
this last stroke I am disarmed. Where may I find 
cover for my defenseless head ? " 

"Among the incomprehensibles — ^the geniuses, if 
you please," replied Agnes, laughing outright. " Some- 
where within the circle of that strange, select company 
that excludes humble mortals like myself." 

" * What is banished but set free ' ? " returned liaura, 
moving toward her sister. "I will go to my room, 
there to sleep the sleep of the unknowables — ^" 

Agnes interrupted with Jdases and embraces, and 
the two parted for the night. 

Agnes, though three years Laura's senior, seldom 
rallied her after this manner. She loved her, but stood 
in awe of her as well ; there had always been something 
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mysterious about Laura, which, while it did not lessen 
the affection existing between them, prevented a free 
and full exchange of thought and feeling. 

One feature of the mystery surrounding Laura was 
that, while evincing special interest in the members of 
her own family only, she drew to her, as if by her very 
indifference, all with whom she came in contact. In 
every honorable way that ingenuity could contrive, Ag- 
nes sought to discover the source of this magic attraction. 
Not that she suffered in consequence of Laura's invol- 
untary victories. On the contrary, she was a proud 
witness of them ; but she would have been greatly re- 
lieved could she have traced them to their cause. Laura 
had never intercepted her path until now, and now acci- 
dentally. From the first, Agnes had harbored a tender 
feeling for George Gale ; while for Laura she believed 
this next to impossible. Add the further fact that the 
student had so far shown a decided partiality for her 
sister, and it is not surprising that gentle but queenly 
Agnes became somewhat emboldened in speech. How- 
ever, she retired with her soul at peace, and slept. 

Not so Laura ; all night she looked into the dark- 
ness, as if into Tom Gale's eyes, and felt uninterruptedly 
the same strange sensation experienced in his presence. 
Had Agnes been informed of it, she could not have 
believed the bewilderment in which Laura listened to 
her pleasant raiUery. When Laura bade Tom Gale good- 
night, she resisted with difficulty the impulse to follow 
him. After he had gone, it seemed as if he were re- 
turning ; often during the lone, still hours she started, 
as at the sound of his voice. 
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Had Lanra been tmprepared for the exercise of such 
a power over her, she would have been frightened, un- 
able to endure the solitude of her chamber ; but, having 
long awaited it, she lay resignedly in her bed, and won- 
dered and wept. Unhappy as she was, she welcomed 
her sorrow. 

How passed the night in number seven of the John 
Adams ? Neither of the brothers had thought of sleep. 
Gteorge had performed the idle ceremony of going to 
bed ; Tom, meanwhile, sitting in silence, smoking. At 
length Tom spoke. 

" George, why not disclose the whole matter — say 
frankly that you know not what to make of Miss Laura 
Darley?" Then, after a pause, "Is she not the 
*study'il" 

" I do not love her, Tom," said the student, dreamily. 
" Then surely there is no excuse for reticence." 
" All the more excuse — all the more. Eeserve judg- 
ment till you are acquainted with the facts, which tran- 
scend my — ^" 

" Nonsense, man ! This is no time for vague lan- 
guage." 

" But did you ever before see any one so peculiarly 
beautiful, so—" 

" What matter whether I have or not ? " 
" I know ; but did you ever see such eyes ? " 
" Not exactly such eyes ; no, if I must answer." 
"Don't they follow you? Can't you see them, 
now % I mean it — now, this minute % " 
" No.'^ 
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" Then, if they haunt me, Fm either a fool or in 
love 1 " 

" Not necessarily." 

"I breathe freer," sighed the student, slowly get- 
ting on to his feet. ^^ Let me join you in a smoke of 
thanksgiving. It's comforting to Imow one's brains 
still stay by. But what a downright dunce, after all 1 " 
And he repeated it — " a downright dunce 1 Hitherto 
I have scouted at preternatural phenomena ; now, I can 
write a book in their support. Ever since I first saw 
Laura Darley," continued the speaker, gazing out of the 
window open to the stars — " ever since, I say, she has 
been gradually winding me into her power, till, at last, 
I am not free from her influence two hours together." 

" Love has been defined in very similar terms." 

"Love is out of the question; I have denied it 
point-blank." 

" Lovers are proverbial adepts at denial," returned 
the lawyer, setting afioat a dense mass of smoke. 

" Forbear, Tom ; no merriment I I am in earnest ; 
baffled, I admit the need of help." George blushed 
like a girl as he added, " And yet I can't quite believe 
myself weak enough to be wholly unmanned by a 
youhg woman that does not love me, and whom, I 
repeat it, I do not love." 

« Think again." 

"I have thought times enough. I marvel at my 
callousness ; for to look on Miss Laura ought to be to 
love her. My negative condition implies a lack in 
me. Now, then, I think my tongue is loosed, and 
courage restored. Mark me." 
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"Say on, O New England Apollo in nvbibua!^^ 
exclaimed Tom, encouragingly, enlivened for the mo- 
ment by a happy view of his brother's face wreathed 
in Bmoke. 

"Give ear, I, George Gale, sound in mind and 
body, freely and solemnly declare that, while I am not 
in love with the surpassing maiden known as Laura 
Darley, I am nevertheless her captive— completely un- 
der her angelic subjugation. The case is made ; most 
upright judge, let sentence be pronounced." 

" George," began Tom Gale in a quiet, steady tone, 
always indicating a final, relentless grapple with his 
subject, " I discovered all this last Sunday." 

" Then she was there ? " 

" Oertainly ; and, if I am not in error, Miss Laura 
prevented you from meeting me Saturday evening." 

" True, but—" 

" Never mind ; that was well enough. I am not 
finding fault, but doing a little lawyer's patchwork." 

" More like a detective's," retorted George, biting 
sharply at his cigar. 

" May be ; but humor me. This evening, haying 
carefully observed the young lady till the hour for re- 
freshment, I slipped out for a moonlight interview 
with Jo." 

^' All the neighborhood gossip, then, is fresh in your 
ears. Who else could have hit on that course ? " 

" I simply used the nearest means for corroborating 
my theory." 

" The theory— out with the theory 1 " 

" The condition of mind you describe is not surpris- 
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ing ; nor should yon, as an advanced medical student, 
be disturbed by it, much less ashamed of it." 

" No science, no art reaches to the airy region of my 
disorder." 

" Let us see. Who, or rather what, is Miss Laura?" 

" Heaven knows 1 " 

" I, too, know. I say, I know ; for on a subject to 
which I have given so much attention I must speak 
with confidence." 

"The more confidence the better. In Heaven's 
name what is she \ " 

" Perfection in the flesh." 

" Any stupid can see that." 

" Have patience, and take my meaning. Body, 
mind, and soul, she is health, harmony, personified. By 
many it is deemed an impropriety to mentally dissect a 
Kving human being, even as it is pronounced a wanton 
cruelty to subject the living bodies of lower animals to 
the knife. Both operations, however, contribute ines- 
timably to the progress of knowledge, therefore to the 
welfare of the race ; and the man that can not analyze 
the physical structure of his kind, so intimately con- 
nected with all mental operation, without impurity 
of thought, is too coarse, too brutal to be trusted at 
large." 

" True, very true." 

" The first impression received from Miss Laura was, 
that her skin clothed her like a veil of light. If clean- 
liness is akin to godliness, surely the skin may be men- 
tioned with the soul. Then came the synametry of her 
form; and the consequent grace of movement, as 
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easy as the wreathing of this smoke. From her throat 
alone an artist might supply the remaining lines of her 
exquisite figure. Glancing at her father, one sees that, 
as it should be, she inherits mainly from him." 

An involuntary shrug of George's shoulders told 
that he did not exactly enjoy seeing his ideal of loveli- 
ness so coolly pulled to pieces. 

" Why am I minute % Because it is only when you 
find so rare a mechanism that you are confronted by so 
subtile a power. The aristocrat would style the Barleys 
'common'; in my judgment — if the expression be 
pardonable — ^they have been Nature's thoroughbreds for 
generations. Fortunately or unfortimately, the blood 
has come to its climax in the person of tids same Miss 
Laura. 

" The stories afloat concerning her employment of 
those occult forces that from the remotest period have 
been through ignorance and prejudice persistently mis- 
represented, confirm my position. I say to you, on the 
authority of indisputable proof, that manifestations of 
this kind come neither of disease nor of devils. They 
are the natural, normal working of the laws of a perfect 
being. Phenomena that have been developed through 
particular organisms among all peoples, from all times, 
— ^let who will glory in his blindness, — ^the student must 
recognize. Miss Laura is an instance at hand; again 
evidencing the most secret functions of mind and mat- 
ter thousands of years since established as facts. The 
best minds of antiquity investigated and accepted them. 

^* I have named tlus young woman Perfection ; she 
deserves the title. Through her delift^t^ Qt^>x>cs5scc^^&iS5k 
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communicates with, and brings into her service, the 
secretest agencies pervading the universe ; which men, 
in the haste of ignorance, relegate to the realm of dis- 
embodied spirits. Whether they inhabit beyond earth 
or not, is immaterial to our present purpose. That 
they operate here> is certain ; and it is no less certain 
that their presence is felt in our daily lives." 

Peremptory as was Tom Gale's language when en- 
grossed in his subject, his quiet manner and subdued 
voice, pleasingly modulated, maintained the listener at 
ease ; while over those that came to know him intimately 
he exercised, when speaking, an influence irresistibly 
fascinating. 

"Now that I am reminded of it," he continued, 
"did you notice any new developments this evening?" 

" She seemed more like an inhabitant of the air," 
answered George, suffering from a relapse of dream. 
" At one time I actually stood breathless, expecting to 
witness her ascension. She, and the swarm of un- 
namable maidens together, drove me nigh to distrac- 
tion. Yes, I detected also a lack of self-possession." 

Tom gave him a searching look. 

" I mean I think I did ; my mood will not warrant 
positive statements." 

" You certainly did not miss the change of her coun- 
tenance during that abominable pianoHScrabble by the 
little overfed Maltese kitten ? " 

*' No, indeed," answered the student, roused by this 

characteristic description. " The light in her eyes, then, 

was simply terrifying — There 1 Again I see them — 

plain as I do jou — ^there — ^there 1 It would give me in- 
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finite relief to know whether &he is awake or asleep at 
this' moment. Write me down as a fall believer in mes- 
merism or clairvoyance, or whatever wretched thing else 
it mav be." 

The wild expression on his face strengthened: 
^^ Lanra Darley is wide awake and looking straight into 
this room I I am not dreaming ; 'tis not the first time, 
bnt the charm works more successfully to-night than 
ever before. She moves— she is gone 1 '' 

Then in a more natural voice, though still breathing 

laboredly : " Tom, I believe your theorizing gives her 

greater power to haunt me. Ko, there is the dunce 

again. Go on, pray; I wish to hear you through. 

Meanwhile — 

* Black spirits and white, 

Blue spirits and gray ; 

Mingle, min — ' " 

" — ^ister to a mind diseased," quickly added Tom. 
^^I was speaking of the effect of that noise. Miss 
Laura could no more help suffering from it than a child 
can escape from pain when rudely beaten. Music quiets 
such souls; while mockeries of it distress them propor- 
tionately. I wonder that she is not herself a singer 
and a player." 

"Mr. Oummings informs me that she used to sing 
and play admirably, but discontinued practice several 
years since." 

" I can readily believe it ; and let this finish our 
analysis. Now, then, what connection has Miss Laura 
with your peculiar condition % It seems to me we have 
paved the way for an easy ansN^ei \ dc^a Y^asss ^scckj^ ^^i»- 
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oinated you. You used the word adjectivelj at the 
opening of our' conversation, attaching to it, I suppose, 
as I do, its original meaning. Practically speaking, she 
has drawn you to her with a sharp click, as my pen- 
knife will a tack placed near enough. The tack may 
be removed : so may you." 

"Remove me," answered George; then slowly 
added, " I feel already not quite so near." 

Tom's words had carried conviction with them, and 
the exhausted student at length sank into a state of 
profound quiet. 

« Happy boy ! " thought Tom, looking on his hand- 
some face framed by dark, wavy hair. " Your trouble 
in this world is light compared with mine. Rejoice 
that strength has not been given you to command the 
well-nigh ungovernable spirit of Laura Darleyl Let 
him beware that takes her to wife ; for Nature, as well 
as man, is jealous. To few will she trust her chosen 
children, whatever social snares may make of them a 
seeming capture. To possess them by other than the 
right of eternal law, is dangerous. That sweet girl, let 
the time be ripe, could give the fatal thrust as uner- 
ringly as a highwayman. Gentleness, hand in hand with 
desfiiction, the lovely arm in arm with the terrible, so 
is it ever : 

* Peerless in peace, when forced to the fight, 
There's none so fatal as woman's might ; 
Battles are lost hj the strong and bold — 
The hand of Death has a gentle hold.' 

" But with all her strength, how easily may woman 
be undone J She is self -destructive ; the power with 
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which she conquers, first wins the victory over her own 
soul. 

"And now what maddening thoughts rush in! 
Had not the Creator left the fatal vacancy in my breast 
that has cursed me from my cradle, I might strive to 
rescue this beautiful girl; my gifts so praised, but 
worthless now, might render the highest service. Not 
more for my sake than for hers do I deplore this dread- 
ful mistake of Nature. 

"Presumptuous, almost blasphemous, seems the 
thought, but angels know — if, as I have been taught, 
they follow the actions of men — that by the one look 
in church she was fastened to me not again to be loosed. 
live she may, apart from me ; but never shall another 
come to whom the riches of her heart will be yielded. 
The lover grieves ; it is a weak word for my sujffering, 
who can not love. Would to God I could suffer for 
both ! Then I might bear it." 

Again it was dawn. Tom, looking at Gteorge^s face 
as the light of coming day touched it, thought once 
more, almost aloud: "Happy, happy boy! Another 
is the victim ; innocently and most unwillingly on his 
part, she has been stricken by the brother in whom you 
confide. Thankful is he that you can take his kindness 
without his torture. Should the helpless instrument of 
Destiny undergo remorse for the wound it gives ? Is 
not that very wound received more gratefully from the 
one beloved than lavish gentleness at the hands of 
another? Beyond a doubt ; but 'tis the coward's argu- 
ment. Eeason can not help me: each thought adds 
new horror. Turn whither I may, the wretched future 



/ 



64 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

of Laura Parley looms before my eyes the last and tall- 
est tower of darkness the artisans of Fate could raise.'' 
Kumber seven at the John Adams had become too 
small for Tom Gble ; once more he went out to meet 
the dawn, knowing, this time, that other eyes preceded 
his own. 



VIL 

" Who is your lady of love, O ye tbat pass 
Singing? And is it for sorrow of that which was 
That ye sing sadly, or dream of what shall be? 
For gladly at once and sadly it seems ye sing/' 

Fob Bev^eral days after the evening spent at Maple 
Grove, Tom Gale saw little of Lanra Darley; when 
they met, however, it was as friends rather than as 
strangers. 

"Had I not known yon so long, Mr. Gale," said 
Lanra on one occasion, " my freedom of speech would 
be nnpardonable." 

Tom thought he divined her meaning, and made no 
answer, fearing they might be led into a discussion of 
questions he wished to avoid. 

Laura's beauty, intelligence, loftiness, and ardency 
of spirit grew on her new companion. She herself 
was conscious of soul growth, and knew — ^what perhaps 
Tom Gale did not think enough about — that it was 
hastened by his quickening influence. Their thoughts 
played, those of the one against those of the other, like 
lights and shadows in alternate supremacy, making 
their ideal fields of conversation as charmingly varied 
as the real landscape before them; indeed, the sym- 
pathy between them was strong enough to mold Laura's 
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Yerj language into forms favored by tlie lawyer. So 
keen was the intellectual delight of their communion, 
except when it neared depths into which neither dared 
gaze, that, for this reason alone, these gifted but un- 
happy young people would have found it difficult to 
remain apart. There were moments when they drifted 
so far from the actual, from themselves, as even to 
catch glimpses of a bright future. Then, suddenly 
clouds from the old black abysms of an awaited destiny 
would roll up, shrouding them, awed and mute, as in a 
night without moon or star, or friendly sound. 

At length the day came that was to deal with them 
more tenderly than either had hoped for ; they were to 
drive twenty miles up the valley, to Holley Springs. 
George, actuated by new resolve, was to escort Agnes, 
"the enchantress" being resigned to the care of his 
" invulnerable brother." 

The day opened with one of those transitory morn- 
ings when we can almost witness the transfer of author- 
ity from summer to autumn; when the landscapes 
change so rapidly that each day stands distinctly from 
its fellows, having an individual character and a sepa^ 
rate, perceptible work to accomplish. Most of the birds 
having flown, it was now the insects' carnival : to one 
unbroken strain, humble and melancholy, the small 
prophets of the fall tuned their innumerable interceding 
voices. The young green had wholly gone from the 
wood ; a paler, warning color lay on the far-stretching 
forests. The older leaves had already begun to reveal 
the yeUow and scarlet ; while on the warm hill-sides the 
jDoke was fast coming to its purple splendor. 
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As they passed a meadow throbbing with hannony, 
Lanra said, " One finds here an illustration of Carlyle's 
^See deep enough, and you see musically; the heart 
of Nature being everywhere music if you can only 
reach it.' " 

" A strong statement ; and highly complimentary to 
an art in which, it seems to me, you should be pro- 
ficient.'' 

" I used to play the piano acceptably, and " (pathos 
weighing down her voice) "perhaps shall again. As 
for singing, I do not like to hear my own voice in 
Bong ; it seems to act for itself as if it were no part of 
me ; it speaks to rather than of me ; it would control 
me instead of my controlling it." 

" A strange fancy." 

" Would it were a fancy I To return to Carlyle : 
have you not often reflected on the wonderful fact that 
music is an inheritance of the elements, the gift of 
every living thing ; that, rising higher and higher, it 
becomes at last, through man, the divinest utterance of 
earth?" 

"I have; but the vigor of your language brings 
new light to me. I rejoice to hear one speak so intelli- 
gently on a sadly neglected subject. The mere con- 
templation of tHe nature of music is overwhelming; 
while to listen to the compositions of the masters is to 
be swept by a sea of thought and feeling we know not 
whither. Then to think that in this boastful age music 
should be regarded merely as a pastime, a pleasure, an 
episode of the parlor! With reference to this art at 
least, I concur with those despondent thinkers that say 
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the world goes backward. The ancients, though lesser 
critics of a musical performance (the art being then in its 
infancy) had a profound understanding of the essential 
qualities and capacities of music. Where shall we look 
for it to-day ? Appreciation of the art has not kept pace 
with the art itself. The greater the thinker among the 
nations of the past, the more attention did he pay to 
music. If the modern Christian hesitates to follow the 
old Greek, let him learn of the ancient Hebrew. The 
Bible, which he claims to venerate, is filled with rec- 
ords of the various employments of music ; music is part 
and parcel of its substance." 

" I can not recall another passage, sacred or profane," 
spoke Laura, ^^ that affects me as does that description 
of the performance of the host of musicians in the new 
temple — [ Trumpeters and singers as one? But is not 
ignorance at the bottom of the prevailing neglect and 
abasement of music ? " 

" Ignorance it may be," was the reply, " but culpable 
ignorance. As you perceive, I can not talk on this sub- 
ject : it always sets me preaching. The heathen, not- 
withstanding his much-lamented blindness, I insist on 
it, had more enlightenment in this particular than the 
Christian of to-day." 

" You are music's philosopher, Mr. Gale ; have you 
practiced the expression of it % " 

" That has been denied me. Music is to me a temple 
of refuge. I rely on others to frame it, to open its door, 
take me in, and shut away, for a time, the palling world." 

" Should philosophy suffer one's humor to clash 
with his condition \ " 
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"You jest. I wonder if we shall agree as well 
about the Happy Isles ? " 

One of his dark and silent moods was coming on 
Tom Gale, bringing with it concentrated and suppressed 
power that urged his whole being into violent activity, 
and gave him his will with the strongest that might be 
in his presence. He himself could not command the 
vehement and aggressive forces that, at these times, 
waked within him. Laura Darley could not but yield 
to them; and an agitation like the moving of leaves 
that catch the music of the rain before it falls, disturbed 
her breath and the beating of her heart 

" The Happy Isles are far, far away," she said, "if 
that is what you mean ; few have the fortune to find 
them, and fewer still the fortune to abide there." 

As she spoke these words, once more Laura looked 
steadfastly into his face. Soon he saw her lustrous eyes 
grow dim : their lids came slowly together, and, with 
her head resting lightly against the cover of the car- 
riage, she was — asleep. 

Tom Gkile was too familiar with magnetic action to 
be seriously alarmed ; but in the midst of his rapturous 
admiration of unconscious loveliness, he could not for- 
get the risk of the situation. 

" When will she wake? " he queried. "What can 
I say if she stiU sleeps when we reach the springs ? " 

While so busied with his thoughts, the sleeper, her 
eyes still closed, asked in low, slow tones, " Think you 
I did not know when you entered White Church % And 
do you imagine I could resist turning to look for the 
first time into the eyes that shall look last into mine ) " 



60 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

Tom made no reply. He had heard a prophecy, 
and was dwelling on it, when suddenly the seer woke. 
" The wanderings of Ulysses, however, were long," said 
she, taking np the thought where they had left it, "and 
he, you remember, found happiness at last." 

Relieved to discover that she knew nothing of her 
sleep, Tom forced himself into cheerfulness, and they 
finally came to their journey's end in jubilant spirits. 

George and Agnes, having arrived before tliem, par- 
took of the festal feeling ; and so high ran the mirth, 
that the staid Yankees that drank hard cider more 
freely than they did HoUey Springs water, declared that 
they had seldom entertained jollier company. 

" Chaps from the city with the Darley gals," re- 
marked the landlord ; " ain't they slick creeturs ?" 

"The one with the springy gait, she's the dear 
we've heered so much about," observed the stage-driver 
whose route lay between Holley Springs and Queer 
Village. This individual prided himself on his quick 
seizure of " points." " Can't talk to me," he went on ; 
" half o't is lies. Cast your eye on the way she carries 
herself, will you ? That's my idee of style." 

Corresponding thoughts, so subdued and refined 
that his mind would entertain them, must have at this 
moment visited George Gale. 

" Are you admiring my pin ? " asked Laura, catching 
his eyes fixed on her. 

" Begging your pardon, I am. I was quite at a loss 
to know if you were behind it." 

" What possessed you, Laura, to put on that over- 
shadowing old brooch \ " exclaimed Agnes. 
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" Mr, Gale,'' said the wearer, turning to Tom, " will 
you not defend my chief ornament % " 

"Massive remnant of antiquity," immediately 
began the lawyer, "I venerate thee next Achilles' 
shield. I know not that thou hast double folds of tin, 
of bronze, behind ; but I do behold the gold whereon 
are a multitude of things rivaling the earth and sky and 
sea, and sun and moon, and all the stars that decked the 
emblazoned front of the master-work of Hephaestus' 
forge. Remember, in thy jeweled strength, that thou 
art the protector of a fairer than the shining son of 
Peleus!" 

" Bravo ! " cried George. " Give Tom a Greek start, 
and he can make a speech in his sleep." 

A shade of trouble crossed Laura's face, faint but 
unmistakable. " Is it not time," she asked, " that we 
were climbing Haystack ? " 

" To Haystack, monarch of the vaUey," responded 
George ; " look, see the inviting glister on his bald 
head ! " 

Haystack, up the wooded sides of which our party 
nOw moved, its top terraced by huge ledges of rock, 
presents the prominent feature of the picturesque land- 
scape for many miles. Having gained it, the lesser 
hills, circling below in ever-varying shapes, at last are 
lost in the far blue and purple of lofty mountains stretch- 
ing their straight, well-defined line against the paler sky ; 
while the bed of the valley, checkered with miniature 
fields, forests, and villages, and traversed by narrow 
paths and streams, seems more like the memory of a vale 
once visited than like a scene actually before the eyes. 
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After the glories of the mountain, new beanties 
awaited the return of the travelers. The scenery 
through which they rode home was even more enchant- 
ing than that of the morning. Long shadows laid 
themselves down with broad spots of sunlight on the 
hill-sides, where before all had been brightness ; softer 
colors rested on the meadows, and gentler winds stirred 
the outer leaves of tree and shrub, or rippled the gleam- 
ing surface of Otter Brook as it gracefully crossed and 
recrossed the highway. 

** Life grows over most people like the grass over 
the graves to which they go," spoke Laura, breaking 
the meditative quiet ; " death is not so much a change 
to them as it is a continuance of previous condition." 

" They sleep as before, only sounder," added Tom, 
who was besieged by tormenting thoughts. He said 
no more, and a long time they rode silently on in tlie 
fast-approaching twilight. 

At length the moon, rising over the black summit- 
line of the mountain, lighted a little mound by the 
brook, at this point close by the way. A rabbit sat in 
wondering stillness on its top. Glad of an opportunity 
to dispel the embarrassing silence, Tom drew a pistol 
he always carried when traveling, and, asking permis- 
sion, discharged it at the animal. He heard the ball 
strike the root of the tree where the rabbit sat, and 
heard almost simultaneously a sharp noise at his side ; 
whereupon Laura handed him the bullet. " The pin ! " 
she exclaimed, " the shield ! " 

In its center was a slight indentation ; the ball had 
struck a hollowed surface and returned. 
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" An almost incredible occurrence," said Tom ; add- 
ing, with forced Bprightliness, " my address was inade- 
quate, after all." 

« I could not imagine," observed Laura, thought- 
fully, " what made me go to the bottom of an old trunk 
this morning for this treasure of by-gone days. Had 
I half looked at myself in the mirror, I should not have 
worn it." 

" A strong sermon against vanity." 

" This pin," she continued, not hearing him, " was 
Grandmother Parley's wedding gift from her brother, 
an eccentric sea-captain. On presenting it he said, 
* Hannah, when you get through with it, pass it down 
the line.' The old captain was an honest man, of sin- 
gular ability ; unlearned, but the anthor of many wise 
sayings, the source of which was always matter of won- 
derment. His family believed his predictions as im- 
plicitly as they did his narrations. I recall one illustra- 
tion of his power to look into futurity." 

"Do you, yourself, believe in that power?" inter- 
rupted the lawyer. " Men may make predictions that 
come true ; but are they more than happy inferences — 
careful, fortunate tracings and balancings of probabili- 
ties?" 

" My story, a true one, shall answer for me." 

" You have my closest attention." 

" One night at sea the old captain suddenly woke, 
and, summoning his mate, told him a certain vessel of 
another line would that hour go down. He gave the 
locality, a thousand miles distant, the name of the ship, 
and the names of several persons on board, among whom 



64 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

was a man well known to my father. Stout-hearted 
sailor that he was, the captain could not think of his 
* vision,' as he termed it, without great agitation. On 
getting into port, his augury was confirmed in every 
particular." 

Her listener remained silent. 

" Now, who sliaU say that the hardy old toiler of 
the sea might not have received a foreshadowing of my 
late accident when he asked his sister to ^ pass' this pin 
^ down the line ' ? " 

" If so, 'twas an honest ghost that whispered in his 
ear," spoke Tom, playfully discouraging further pursuit 
of the subject. 

They were now almost home. "But, Mr. Gale," 
said Laura, suddenly, " where is your game ? Ah ! I 
see " (touching the pin), " at the first shot you only 
meant to wound, not to kill." 

" Am I, then, a man that first tortures, then kills ? " 

" We shall see ; time will tell." 

Laura spoke calmly ; but it was plain that she suf- 
fered from a nervous shock sustained at the time of the 
accident. Tom looked on her with unspeakable com- 
passion, and he thought the pale moonbeams fell with 
pity on her face, mingling their sympathy with his own. 
Noiselessly they entered the shadows of Maple Grove, 
As they stopped and alighted, the hemlocks seemed to 
renew the burden of their mournful message. Tom 
Gale drew Laura Darley, hardly knowing what lie did, 
to his breast, and pressed his lips to her forehead. 
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" For wise he was, and many cnrions arts, 
Postures of runes, and healing herbs he knew/' 

When morning came, Tom Gale was summoned 
to New York. Having shaken oflE the spell of the 
night ■ before, he was rather glad than otherwise of 
an opportunity for honorable departure. The chance 
for escape was welcome, still it was not without mis- 
givings that, at an early hour, he rode out of Queer 
Village. Notwithstanding the urgent nature of the 
business calling the lawyer to New York, he could not 
force his thoughts to dwell permanently on it. The 
eyes of her that ruled his mind had met the morning 
light when it broke over the hills ; perhaps she was still 
at her window when he passed that point of the road 
commanded by it. Perchance she not only saw him, 
but divined his errand: indeed, the young man was 
almost willing to believe she knew the contents of his 
dispatch. 

Tom was no kinder, no more generous^ no nobler 
than he had been, but there was a change in him ; for in 
the midst of his musing, again he felt Laura's breath on 
his cheek, and heard once more the voice of the hemlocks. 
G-eorge accompanied him to the station. As the broth- 
ers rode down the valley filled with that fragrance of 
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ripeness that is to the sense of smell what harvest gold 
is to the eye, George, unable to wholly conquer him- 
self, was wondering how he could get a retraction, or 
rather a modification, of the decision on his relations 
with Laura, and so patch up his tattered pride* Tom's 
last words, however (George little suspected the pain 
it cost to speak them), were severest of all. Lone, in- 
consolable Tom! As he hurried toward the city he 
asked anew, " When, when shall I be understood ? '' 

The rhythmic jolting of the cars he fancied replied 
in rapid repetition, "Never — ^never !" 

For George, an unexpected diversion was at hand. 
As he was about starting back to Queer Village, a 
stranger accosted him. Tall and dark, of a weird, 
startling appearance throughout, he approached, talk- 
ing loudly. 

" My young friend," said he, " we would as soon 
get in with you as with anybody, providing the stage 
will bring these boxes after us. K you will play the 
friend from Ethiopia, we will try and furnish a passable 
Philip. Well, well, well," he continued, rubbing his 
long, thin hands, "pardon the observation, but you 
haven't your eyes out (which means in), and your ears 
up, neighbor; you're not on the qvi vvve. You've 
forgotten something." Then, in a subdued voice, and 
with a low, agile bow, "Slight not the liquid. It is 
always best to go armed and equipped as the thirst 
directs." 

With this, the .stranger took George gently by the 
arm, and the two soon disappeared. " A little trouble 
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with the liver and spleen, perhaps," he went on as they 
entered a wayside saloon. ^^ Guess you'd better take a 
sour, while we will brace with a little rum and sugar." 

When the two again appeared, the talkative acquaint- 
ance was whisking the long, stiff hairs on his chin so 
high that they threatened his eyebrows, and smacking 
his lips, remarking at the same time, '^ A little good 
liquor, now and then, is a glorious institution for the 
Old Doctor." 

" I have the honor of a physician's company ? " 
asked George, offering him a seat behind Uncle Dan's 
black pacer. Thunderbolt. 

" You couldn't hit it closer, my young man. What 
sort of an oar do you propose to pull on the troublous 
waters of existence? " 

" It is my ambition, though late in deciding, one 
day to wear the badge of the same noble profession.'^ 

" Well, well, well ! After thirty years' practice, by 
sunlight and by starlight, and in thick darkness, we are 
beginning to think that we are nearly prepared to put 
on the handle of M. D., and not feel guilty. But the 
first kink in the yam is, When did we graduate and 
earn our right to that title ? You will notice that a 
medical college can make a doctor in four years at the 
outside. On the other hand — ^a fact you will be longer 
fastening — when the Creator of the universe sets out to 
make a doctor, it takes him about a quarter of a century. 
Such is the difference between mortal and immortal 
expedition. My young brother, it won't do you any 
hurt to remember this ; and, while you are in the mem- 
ory business, you may as well keep in mind that the 
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calculation' was made by the Old Doctor. We prom- 
ised to fillip something into your Ethiopian under- 
standing, and we proceed to complete the contract." 

Thunderbolt's long strides would soon have brought 
them home ; George checked him that he might have 
leisure to foUow the lead of the Old Doctor's capricious 
thoughts. 

" Disease you will never know anything about till 
you set your stakes by the bedside ; that is the spot — ^no 
substitute for't under the canopy." 

The speaker snapped up the tuft on his chin and 
held it aloft. 

"Books do well enough to fill shelves with, but 
what medical combination of printer's ink and calf-skin 
would replace this little black manuscript ? " 

Here he drew out a crumpled bunch of loose leaves 
and smutch that might weU have been the required 
twenty-five years in preparation. 

" There, sir ! that document means victory over dis- 
ease. The battles it has been through are its eternal 
testimonials ; Yeni^ vidi^ et ceteris is written on every 
page of it. Young man, it's a ticklish thing to effect a 
radical cure. We have heen there^ and know whereof 
we a£5lrm as well as any stump-speaker that ever stood 
on Mars Hill." 

The Old Doctor's voice fell, and his goatee rose. 
George was about to return a modest token of sociabil- 
ity, when the grandiloquent physician proved too quick 
for him. 

" Well, I declare ! " said he, pointing to the side of 
the road, ^^ that man has got his apple-trees dose enough 
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together ; he must have -W^alked into the world by way 
of the woods, ma sylvarumP 

The readiness of the Old Doctor's Latin was only 
less startling to the student than its construction ; but 
he managed to suppress his astonishment. 

"Look at those elms and maples crowding round 
the house I Miasma, truth-seeking youth — miasma ! 
Grapes will mildew anywhere within a himdred yards 
of the front door. Do you know what mildew is ? " 

The large, roving eyes looked down into George's — 
" It is death ! " 

George again tried to speak. " Stay the chariot," 
cried the other, laying his hand on the reins. A mo- 
ment more, and he was on the ground, bending over a 
ditch. " A botanical excursion is always in order unless 
you are, say, in a funeral procession ; and we seldom 
find ourselves so situated." 

Plucking several weeds with astonishingly long 
Latin names, pronounced after an original method, the 
eccentric physician straightened his tall person, and, 
resuming his seat behind Thunderbolt, remarked, " We 
shall want 'em within a fortnight. Books," he con- 
tinued, fingering his classic crop — "books, here they 
are ; sermons in stones, in the running brooks, et ceterum. 
Learn to spell out these leaves, bound in earth and 
stitched with sunlight ; Gk)d's annotations in fine print 
on the margin. Why, your doctors that pour over rub- 
bish pent up and dusted down in their libraries, my 
son, they don't understand the action of rhvharb ; while 
a wild bovine from the pampas would outwit the whole 
herd of 'em in a discussion on the polygonum. If these 
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in-door, hot-honse practitioners are abreast with the 
facts as they grow out of the ground, what means the 
hue and cry of the people ? The truth is, the mass 
of your medical men ought to have taken to the 
pick and shovel. As the patient lies helpless on his 
bed, he has oa/me to fear that your book-reading, two- 
forty-driving, prescription - writers, will stumble over 
his grave on the way to his cure. Here, young man, 
you that are going to join the grand army that marches 
to the tap of dry bones and the death-rattle fife, just 
give your attention to a true bill." 

His eyes wandering from side to side over hill and 
valley, the speaker rested from jerky discourse only 
long enough to draw a deep breath. 

" "When we were your age, we were called in to ex- 
amine the body of a child that had died of suppression 
of measle-rash. One of the seven doctors in attendance 
was present when the boy was laid out. As we were 
making our examination we said to ourselves, ' By the 
Eternal, there's a spark of life ! ' "What came of it % 
By reason of proper applications to the mouth and nos- 
trils, in two hours' time the corpse called out from his 
shroud for a drink of water." 

Up went the goatee higher than before. 

" Twenty years afterward we attended that seven 
doctors' corpse's wedding ; and if you think the little 
rose of a bride had any idea she was being set out by 
the side of a nipped pumpkin-vine, why, you are wel- 
come to the opinion. — By the way, we were just calling 
out of OUT shroud for a glass of something, a trifle hve- 
lier than water." 
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This meant a stop at the " ILalf-way " ; wheref rom, 
a little later, the physician brought a highly odorous 
breath, together with a brisk finish for his story. 

"Well, well," he resumed ; " we were talking about 
confidence of people in the run of medical advice. 
Now, what do you suppose — ^that those doctors could 
practice in that place afterward % They might as well 
have forbid the mountain-pines to wag, et seq. And 
here is a further fact, namely : within a month we rode 
twenty miles one trip, and thirty another, y«/5^ to pro- 
Ttoimce corpses past hope. A branch of business I 
would advise you to cultivate, my young friend; it 
won't draw very heavily on your medicine-chest, and, 
in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, you needn't be 
afraid of hurting the patient. Only, only " — the goatee 
prepared, quivered, ready to vault — " look out for the 
hundredth one I " 

In due time our travelers arrived at the John 
Adams. 

"The Old Doctor has preached well," thought 
George ; " now there's a chance to test his practice." 
One of a valuable span of horses had fallen in the street : 
a crowd of boys and older hangers-on surrounded it, 
while a fleshy, red-faced man, who was none other than 
Dr. Rounds, the resident physician, busied himself in 
the center of the circle, pouring something down the 
prostrate animal's throat from a large green bottle 
thrust far into its mouth. 

" "Well, well, well 1 " exclaimed the new-comer, strid- 
ing toward the group, with his finger-tips in his panta- 
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loons-pockets, swaying like a reed as lie went. ^^ That's 
gay ! Why don't you get on to him, there, you heaviest 
man, and done with it ? — ^Hold him down, boys ! " he 
shouted ; " you haven't much time left : the horse will 
explode in just ten minutes, by the watch." 

" "What do you know about horses ? " growled the 
perspiring flourisher of the green bottle, glancingierce- 
ly at the stranger. 

" We know that they are the second remove from 
man; the jackass being sandwiched between. Hang 
on to the jug, friend ! that would be too heavy a barge 
for his alimentary canal." 

In the midst of the general titter, a well-dressed 
man elbowed his way to tlie jeering speaker. 

" What is your authority," he asked, " for your pre- 
diction?" 

" Civilly put, neighbor. Our speech and conduct are 
always open and above-board : we simply made a calcu- 
lation as to how much pressure to the square inch live 
horse-hide would stand. The result was unfavorable to 
title future usefulness of the beast ; and we -so an- 
nounced it." 

" Are you a physician % " 

« We are." 

" That is my horse ; and five hundred dollars would 
not replace him." 

" Well, now, neighbor, our advice is not to let him 
die." 

" Can you cure him ? " 

" As surely as the old-school doctors and the Devil 
are twain and one flesh." 
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" Do it, and I will pay double your bill." 

Astonished Dr. Rounds stood promptly aside, when 
the stranger, kneeling, rubbed the animal's gums with 
a few drops from a vial in his pocket-case. The per- 
formance looked ridiculous enough. The Old Doctor 
intended it should ; for, when he had recorked his vial, 
he set it down in the dust beside the great green bottle, 
remarking, " It is the old story, brethren — ^David and 
Goliah." 

So it proved, for in a few moments the horse stood 
on its feet. 

" Your short horse is soon curried," said the gaunt 
healer; and, with all eyes on him, he strode and swayed 
into the John Adams. The owner of the horse soon 
followed, but the rescuer was not to be found : he had 
glided to a small room in the attic, leaving orders for 
his boxes to be sent up after him. 

" You can't see him now, traveler," said Uncle Dan. 
" He told me to let no one rap on his door inside of two 
honrs. A queer chick," added the landlord ; " went up 
the stairs as you've seen them long, black spiders climb 
to their webs." 

" Hand him this bill, please," said the stranger, " and 
good-day to you." 

" An X," mused Uncle Dan ; " that will feed the old 
phantom some time." 

• 4 



IX. 

^* Thoa hast discovered some enohantment old, 
Whose spells have stolen my spirit as I slept 
And mingled it with thine." 

Immediately after his defeat in the maiii street of 
Queer Tillage, Dr. Bounds is summoned to Maple 
Grove, where he has not visited professionally since 
the death of Mrs. Darlej. The new patient is Miss 
Laura. 

The physician finds her in the Blue Room in the 
second story, lying like one in ordinary sleep. Beside 
her, keeping eager watch, is her favorite pet, Zuni, an 
exquisitely molded and colored greyhound. Both Ag- 
nes and her father observe that Laura's face never 
before wore so spiritual a beauty : her brown hair, soft 
and warm as a shadow on a summer afternoon, falls 
carelessly on the white coverlet, while one hand rests 
between the fawn-hued feet of Zuni, and the other, 
half concealed, beneath her cheek. 

The star that Laura loved, now risen above the 
mountain-top, is looking in at her window as if it 
would shine into her sleep. Brighter than ever it 
mirrors itself in the pond below ; but neither its golden 
visitation, nor the ruder efforts of the friends about 
her couch^ can rouse the slumberer. 
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" How long lias she lain in this condition ? " 
"Since morning, at least, doctor," answers the 
father. " She retired last night, as we supposed, in 
usual health. This morning Agnes, concluding she 
had not slept well, did not try to wake her ; at noon, 
finding her in exactly the same position, she became 
alarmed. Her sleep appeared so natural, we hoped to 
rouse her without assistance ; but, as you see, all means 
have failed.'' 

The physician proceeds cautiously in his examina- 
tion ; for the threatening eyes of Zuni follow his every 
motion. The dog will not quit his post; hitherto a 
submissive creature, now he heeds neither entreaties 
nor threats. 

Such was the situation at Maple Grove when George 
Gale, for an hour's entertainment before calling there, 
went up to the Old Doctor in the attic. He found him 
unpacking his boxes by the light of a candle propped 
between two bottles. A bed, a wash-stand, a small 
stove, and two wooden chairs, completed the furniture 
of both office and dormitory. The four boxes into 
which the healer was delving, originally intended for 
shipping boots and shoes, spotted and striped with 
labels from all parts of the United States, were curiosi- 
ties of themselves ; but their contents — ^how shall they 
be described % Such an array of mystic utensils as the 
magician drew slowly forth, by the pale flicker of the 
tallow candle, probably never visited the fevered 
dreams of him that, in the dark ages, sought the phi- 
losopher's stone. 
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Some of the bottles and vials were filled, some 
nearly empty; some had tight swathings about them, 
as if the light would steal away their power; while 
others emerged naked, and were quickly uncorked. 
Of all colors and sizes — ^many with no mark to signify 
what they contained, many more written and scratched 
over so profusely as to be worse than blank — the 
heterogeneous mass of glass vessels soon covered the 
wash-stand and, bed, when recourse was had to a dark 
closet. An occasional book, small packages of papers 
wrapped in oil-silk, bandages, plasters, tobacco and 
pipes, boots, pair of spurs, pistol, stout glass jars with 
shapely and shapeless substances floating in their liquid, 
a few loose bones, a variety of faded pictures impossible 
to describe — ^all these were drawn forth in bewildering 
succession. 

An overcoat, a small iron kettle swiftly conveyed to 
the dark closet, and a square box, also of iron, handled 
with special care — this final trio of valuables being 
exhumed, it was evident, from his smile of grim satis- 
faction, that the magiater now considered himself ready 
for the aflMcted of Queer Village. It should be stated, 
in this connection, that several pocket-cases of vials and 
surgical instruments were treated with what appeared 
to be a greater regard to their possible recovery in time 
of need. 

Let it not be thought that the Old Doctor was silent 
all this time ; his labors were performed amid a torrent 
of straggling but bristling disquisition on a variety of 
subjects. Tapping one article after another with his 
long, nimble fingers, on he went : " We know that our 
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patients get medicine, not poison. We write no pre- 
scriptions; haven't time to make druggists rich and 
patients poor, and master disease besides. My young 
friend, when you have Kved as long as we have, and 
been over the glorious old globe as extensively and 
carefully, you will discover that every spoke in the 
carriage-wheels of the flashy doctors that drive their 
spans up to the front door of the house of sickness 
every day for weeks and months, is made perpetually 
bright by flaming wings of angels bearing upward— or 
downward — ^ihe souls of poor creatures sent to the long 
home before their time. 

"We were just thinking how long they would want 
us to stay here. Touch 'em up, and leave 'em to tell 
the news in Gath. That's our policy. If you stay in 
town, you will soon hear: ^O, she wasn't blind; a 
slight opacity of the cornea, that's alL' ^She didn't 
have a real cancer.' * He never suffered from genuine 
bronchitis any more than you do, now.' 

"If the vox profeasionaJli is to be trusted, our 
patients have diphtheria, spotted fever, cholera, and 
other like trivial and easily mistaken affections, all in 
imagination. You see, the cure is worked too quick 
for 'em ; so they button up their coats a notch high- 
er, and deny it in toto. But, young man, to deny is 
not to annihilate : our works live, and we ourselves still 
move and have our attenuated being." 

"It's a hard matter often, but I think we ought 
to forgive vulgar prejudices," remarked the student. 
" When I see what narrow paths of drudgery the many 
are compelled to follow, it inclines me to charity." 
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" We concur : they axe not to blame. It must sound 
miraculous. How could finite man cure a clironic dis- 
ease of eye or ear for the paltry sum of twenty-five dol- 
lars ? Godey ! It w a report to be pooh-poohed — ^the 
ultitiasimvs of absurdity. Well, well; now, take a 
case of — " 

A rap at the door, and the bland face of Jo ap- 
peared. " They wants to see ye deown to the heouse ; 
Miss Lorrer is considerable out of fix." 

" Were you sent for me ? " returned George ; for 
the words were addressed to him. 

"Ye-es — that is — ^not exactly. Hearin' Miss Ag- 
nes say suthin' tendin' that way, I thought 'twouldn^t 
be no more nor less than reg'lar to come arter ye 
'ithout bein' ordered." 

" Drop up in the morning," shouted the Old Doctor 
from the top of the stairs as his caller descended ; ^^ I 
want to tickle that weasand a bit." 

"That's the Old Doctor," thought George, as he 
walked away. " So used to miracles, he makes no more 
of a * drop up ' than of a drop down. In spite of me, I 
believe in him." 



X. 



*' Sleep, the wide blessiDg, seemed . . • 
Distemper's worst calamity." 

When the student reached Maple Grove, Agnes 
met him at the door. " Mr. Gale," she said, her eyes 
filling with tears,' '^ Laura is asleep, and can not be 
roused." 

" Has the doctor been called ? " 

"He is now at her bedside." 

« What does he say ? '' 

" Very little ; he is baffled. Think of it 1 She has 
lain insensible since some time last night; probably 
full eighteen hours ! " 

" Did she complain after the ride ? " 

"I did not see her. Coming in, as you know, 
shortly after us, she went directly to her room. This 
being no uncommon occurrence, neither father nor I 
gave it any thought. Laura and I have not exchanged 
a word since our little company separated at the forks 
in the road." 

" What ccm it mean ? If it would not be intruding, 
I would like to know more definitely of her condition." 

The young man endeavored to show a professional 
front, but he was quite uncomfortable because of the 
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instant conviction that the sleeper was under the myste- 
rious influence he had felt in her presence, of the nature 
of which he knew next to nothing. 

" You may go up with me," replied the anxious sis- 
ter ; " but pray tell me if it is possible that she has taken 
some subtile poison?" 

"Never!" returned George, confidently; and in a 
moment more they stood at the threshold of the Blue 
Boom, so airily arranged and ornamented that it ap- 
peared like a grotto of the clouds. 

"Perhaps you had better remain outside," whis- 
pered Agnes ; " I dare not trust Zuni. Stay — ^he sees 
you." 

Soon as Agnes returned, George sought to console 
her. " I believe," said he, " that Miss Laura's sleep, 
though uncommonly deep and long, is but a sleep. 
Persons of her temperament sometimes sink into what 
is termed a trance." 

" Those death-like states — ^the very thought of them 
is ^eart-sickening," exclaimed Agnes. 

" Yes, but I have in mind authentic cases where the 
patient remained in this singular condition, without 
harm, for several weeks." 

George spoke with difficulty ; he was merely guess- 
ing : moreover, his mind would wander to Tom in New 
York. Earnestly he wished him back. Suddenly a 
new expedient occurred to him. " Miss Agnes," said 
he, " I would like to have a word with your father. 
Meanwhile, rest assured that Miss Laura will awake 
from her deep none the worse for it." 
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" Thank you," returned the other ; " but my heart 
is full of fear." 

There is a story of one so pure and beautiful in 
body that a wandering leper, looking on her as he 
passed, was immediately healed of his infirmity, and 
returned to his country a hale and happy man. In like 
manner the angelic nature of Agnes, gleaming from 
the darkness of her perplexity and sorrow, dispelled 
the temporary ailment from the mind of George Gale. 
Wishing to inform Mr. Darley of the arrival of the Old 
Doctor, he met and addressed him with a solacing 
hopefulness. The father thought the physiciaij's serv- 
ices might be needed ; should there be no change by 
morning, he would call him in consultation. "I would 
thank you, however, Mr. Gale," said he, " to ask Mr. 
Cummings, for me, if he will be kind enough to come 
down and spend the night with us." — 

It was midnight when the pale pastor entered the 
chamber of sleep. Burly Dr. Rounds felt the peace 
emanating from the new comer ; yes, it was recognized 
by disconsolate and savage Zuni. The dog did not quit 
his place, but as the good man laid his hand on the 
forehead of the sleeper, he dropped his own delicate 
head for a share of his caresses. 

^^ Death has no errand here," said the compassionate 
man, forgetting he was in the presence of a physician. 
His lips moved on for some minutes ; but what they ut- 
tered was inaudible to mortal ears. When he had fin- 
ished, taking the arm of his friend and pacing the dimly- 
lighted hall below, " This," said he, " is a sleep of life. 
The face of the angel bearing the torch is toward your 



82 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

daughter. The powers beyond never deceive; all is 
mystery to ns, but permitted, we both believe, by the 
Supreme Source of intelligence and love. A short 
conversation with Laura, a few evenings since, makes 
it clear to me, now, that she was aware of the possibility 
of what has happened. Her knowledge seemed to be 
partly the result of personal experience, partly of study ; 
her, remarks were earnest, but without any indication 
of fear. 

" For my own part — ^though I am no physician ex- 
cept in so far as I succeed in practicing the precepts of 
our Master, the healer of souk — ^I doubt not that Laura 
will again be to you what she has ever been, the most 
precious possession possible to a worthy and loving 
parent. Brother, the everlasting arms infold more ten- 
derly than our own; gladly would I hasten to their 
embrace would they encircle me as fondly. After all 
my striving, my untiring exercise of the gifts God haB 
given me, I must believe that Laura habitually catches 
visions of the realm high and eternal that do not yet 
open to my eyes. Superior wisdom is not given to age 
alone ; youth is often in advance of us, receiving with- 
out resistance the rich inflow of life and light. 

" And is it not a beautiful thought % Nature is al- 
ways trying, in her gentle way, to impress it upon us. 
She touches the east at dawn with rarer tints than those 
of the west at set of sun ; she brings no green bright 
and glad as that of the first blades and leaves of spring ; 
while the summer through she nourishes, half hidden 
from the eye, reluctant buds deeper, more secret in 
color than the perfected blossom. Brother, my words 
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but echo the Universal Voice; may they bring you 
consolation." 

" Indeed, you speak comfort," returned the other ; 
** I am not without hope. I do not despair of Laura's 
recovery, but so peculiar an afliiction demands the most 
skillful treatment. It was my duty to employ the best 
professional aid within reach; but, to speak truly, I 
rely less on our physician than on the self-restoring 
powers of nature. The present," he added, hesitatingly, 
" does not disturb me so much as the future." 

Mr. Darley almost decided to disclose the teachings 
of his sainted mother; he was perhaps finally pre- 
vented by the pastor's turning from him into the 
library. 

Left to himself, the father calmly turned the pages 
of memory ; much he read there and re-read in trustful 
silence. What George Gale had told him of the newly- 
arrived physician took slight hold on him ; their con- 
ference was brief ; moreover, he was a man slow to put 
trust in strangers. 

All night the pastor, with words of cheer, moved to 
and from the bedside of the sleeper. Morning came, 
bringing no change. 

George, unable to gather any pertinent information 
from the Old Doctor the evening previous — ^first going 
down to learn Laura's condition — again paid him a 
visit. 

" Well, well, well, I should say so," was the phy- 
sician's reply to a brief statement of the case; then, 
after a thoughtful pause, " Hiven't waked her up yet ! 
Qt)deyl Why, man, what are they thinking about! We 
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put out no sign — speaking vaprmsenti and infuturo — 
but when they have run round long enough, got well 
out of breath with that and midnight sighing, they are 
pretty sure to climb two pairs of shaky stairs for help 
from the Old Doctor. Now, then, just let me touch 
that throat." 

George was bitterly disappointed because of this at- 
tention to himself, but he submitted, praying that the 
operator would soon recur to the subject next his heart. 
Dipping in an inky solution a long whalebone, to the 
end of which was fastened a conic sponge, the Old Doc- 
tor made several turns in the throat of his first patient 
in Queer Village. This done, twisting the whalebone 
in his long fingers (it was much like a fifth finger), 
he remarked with his usual abstraction, incoherency, and 
emphasis, " That, sir, is a noble instrument. Bank bills 
have no business with it, though it cost us something less 
than a farthing. It finds its way to the fauces from 
sheer force of habit. There is a trifling romance at- 
tached to it, apart from its virtue." 

Here the Old Doctor leered ludicrously, drew him- 
self up full height and settled back on his heels. 

" A woman we cured of fits gave us the stem, and a 
latter-day Bartimeus, from whose eyes we coaxed away 
the scales, presented us with the sponge. The solution 
— that is our individual trick ; anybody could concoct 
ihat:^ 

A diabolical nod of the head, like that given by Sa- 
tan's image on the Strasbm'g clock when it spies Peter 
and Judas in the apostolic procession, and on — on— on 
vociferated the Beelzebub of bottles, touching topics kin- 
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dred and estranged, trivial and momentons, simple or 
entangled in the very entrails of intricacy. A half -hour 
passed — ^not a word about sleep. 

" But, doctor, of what nature would you pronounce 
the affection of my friend % " asked George, waxing des- 
perate. 

" Wdl, we should say off-hand that this particular 
case was getting somewhat in ext/remia.^^ ^ 

"I fear all but out of reach of medical aid," re- 
, sponded George, hoping against hope to draw the Old 
Doctor out. 

" When the apple hangs high, we have to stand on 
tip-toe ; sometimes to throw dubs, or climb the tree." 

*^ I niust confess my ignorance — ^" 

" Well, now, if some others would go and do like- 
wise, the world would be just as well off," 

" I was going to say, you must pardon my unusual 
anxiety — ^" 

" We not only pardon, young man, we wholly ad- 
mire and honor your humility and neighborly interest. 
But the fact of the matter is, to state the res gestm 
squarely, too much use of the vocal organs so soon after- 
ward interferes with the action of our application on 
the mitcous membrane. How does the throat feel 
now ? " 

George saw it was useless to remain longer : he had 
expressed his desire in as many ways as his harassed 
wite woTild permit, without seciring ^ idea. Griev. 
ously disappointed, vexed, at last he walked out of the 
office, these words in his ears : 

'^ As previously intimated, and now stated in full, ah 
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avOj we never swing out a shingle ; they know where to 
find us when the battle gets too hot, and it is time for 
the reserves." 

By noon the news had reached every house in Queer 
Village ; and farmers, living some distance out, were dis- 
cussing it as a dessert after dinner. Two physicians from 
adjoining towns had already visited the mysteriously 
aflSicted patient ; their opinion being that the somnolent 
case before them, in certain of its features, transcended 
their art. Bather than attempt even an outline of their 
learned reasoning, it will be more profitable to inquire 
into the whereabout and action of Uncle Dan. 

He was returning from a two-days' trip, when Knit- 
ting Liza, meeting him on the highway, informed him 
of what had befallen Laura. The old man made no 
answer, but, hastening home and stabling Thunderbolt, 
that he might pass unobserved, strode with his two hun- 
dred and thirty pounds weight, at a pace few young men 
can hold, down a back path toward Maple Grove. 

Knitting Liza, having meanwhile given her rattle a 
vigorous shake for the benefit of the old-maid milliner, 
darted across to the blacksmith-shop to make sure that 
the brawny incumbent there received the true version 
of the " Darley doin's.'' 

" Witchery will out at last," she piped, plying her 
needles vigorously ; " them freaks o' Laury's I allers 
knew would come to some bad end. If I've said it onct, 
I've said it a thousand times. Why, Mr. Jinks, in the 
palmy days of Salem, sich like would 've been punished 
with bumin'. Mercy suz me 1 For forty hours she 
hain't moved a hair, and, for all you and me know, she's 
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dead as a nit this minnte. Three doctors, and none of 
'em can't do nothing. Jest as I said, Mr. Jinks, pride 
will have a fall ; and that miss was the very pernosifi- 
cation of pride.'' 

Quickly as liza had appeared she vanished, haying 
not yet completed her circuit. The " witchcraft of the 
woods," for years a harvest for her indefatigable glean- 
ing, seemed now nearly ended, and she must improve 
the shining hours. 

" For God's sake, Justin," cried Uncle Dan, as he 
hurriedly approached Mr. Darley, " what is the matter 
with the girl?" 

" We do not know ; she is still asleep." 

The old man sighed as does a forest in one vast 
breath, startling the quiet of the night. 

" I sent for you an hour since," continued the father, 
" and was about to send again. Do you know anything 
about the new doctor at your house % " 

" Not enough to warrant an opinion, but my f eelin's 
is a leetle shy of him." 

" On the other hand, from what Mr. Gale teUs me, 
I am rather prepossessed in his favor. While he may 
lack in book-learning, he must have a keen native in* 
sight, and has undoubtedly a long experience behind 
him." 

" Use your own judgment, Justin," answered Uncle 
Dan, mechanically doubling his great fist ; " but, if he 
makes any mistakes in this case, he'll never get away 
from the John Adams alive 1 It isn't my place to^ dic- 
tate ; go and see him, if you've made up your mind to 
it, and I'll stand watch till you come back." 
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Uncle Dan entered Laura's chamber as if its air were 
too pure for him to breathe. In all his long and hard 
struggle with the world he had never before been placed 
in so tiying a situation. He stood a moment, gazing 
tenderly on the sleeper, then turned away and sat apart 
in silence. He had no words of counsel, no knowl- 
edge of the secret forces now in operation before him : 
with all his giant's strength and yearning to be of 
service he was powerless. 

His white hair falling about his face, smooth and 
fair as a child's. Uncle Dan kept his watch, a command- 
ing embodiment of affection and faithfulness combined 
with that prodigious physical power once, may be, in a 
generation, housed in the thews and sinews of a man. 



XL 

''Pack clonds away, and welcome day, 
With night we banish sorrow ; 
Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, lark, aloft. 
To give my love good-morrow." 

As the anxions father entered the dimly-lighted 
garret office of the John Adams, a spectral shape moved 
toward him from the farther side of the room. With a 
coat scant in length, making the lower limbs dispropor- 
tionately long ; on its head a tnf t of hair, erect and will- 
ful as though the wearer had risen, not from the Bed, bnt 
from the grave — ^the phantom grew more and more sub- 
staintial, till finally it assumed the palpable form and 
person of the Old Doctor. Drawing his spectacles over 
his eyes and bowing low, the physician, half awake, 
extended a lean but not unsteady hand, saying, as it 
grasped his visitor's : " Well, well, well, strong current 
there. No need to worry on your own account. Godey 1 
it takes the very best brandy when we get up that ac- 
tion. Have a seat, friend. Sit ye down." 

" My daughter, doctor — '' 

"Yes, yes. We were just thinking about her as 
we were trying to get into a little doze. Mr. Gale has 
told us of her having better success in the sleeping line 
than we could make out to enjoy withal. I knew you. 
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neighbor Darley, by your eye. Your daughter has it 
over again ; don't have to see her to know that." 

^•Doctor—" 

" Well, now, friend, we sha'n't interfere with this 
much advice : don't be scared." 

" More lies at stake — " 

"I should say so. God never made a man that 
knew it all ; but I've known him, as if in exercise of 
his negative skill, to create three that, lumped together 
as medical practitioners, didn't amount to a hill of beans. 
This proposition has been recently proved, perhaps, to 
your satisfaction. "We know how you feel — why you 
feel. You think your daughter has slept long enough ; 
so do we. Now, if my brothers-in-medicine have retired 
to that harmless region, the bosom of the family ; and 
if you say the word, we will take our cane and go 
down." 

In spite of his rambling discourse, Mr. Darley soon 
perceived that he was in the presence of a man that re- 
posed in the self-confidence inspired by the mastery 
of one's calling. There was, too, about the Old Doc- 
tor the indefinable, unearthly atmosphere surrounding 
him that has won secrets from the heart of mystery. 
Another strong reason moved cautious, deliberate Mr. 
Darley to believe in the eccentric devotee of the dark 
science : his mother, who carried to her grave rare 
knowledge, counted unlawful in her time, prophesied 
that he would one day, in the hour of need, meet a 
man to whose description the Old Doctor answered. 
As he looked at the physician, and listened to him, her 
wordB J^tnraed with startling significance : ^* Though 
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lie talk as the lizard goes, lie will have the arrow in his 
eye.'' 

The two set out together. As they passed the 
meeting-house, " Oho ! " cried the Old Doctor, " they've 
got about as much gospel out of that shanty as it will 
afford. There's the length of a long pole 'twixt it and 
that one across the road. Thufs cucumbers ; the cum 
dignitati sticks right out of the steeple, and sinners in 
this vicinity might as well acknowledge the com first 
as last. Well, the steeples come handy to the doves ; 
can't cheat God's chickens if you can the world's old 
hens." 

As the farmer and the physician entered the gate, 
some twenty rods from the cottage, the Old Doctor 
underwent a sudden change. " How charming is this 
place!" he exclaimed, with the accent of a scholar; 
when, with an eloquently quoted passage from Cowper, 
he became silent. 

Passing into the house, he bowed very low to Agnes 
and, casting a glance of kindly recognition toward 
George Gale, ascended the stairs. 

"How like a shadow!" whispered Agnes, follow- 
ing with her companion. 

From the foot of her couch the physician looked on 
his unconscious patient ; with arms a-kimbo, he stood 
as if fixed to the fioor. Beneath his gaze Zuni crept 
from his place and left the room. As the dog disap- 
peared, a well-nigh devilish smile meanwhile working 
its way up the Old Doctor's long, lank jaws, he turned 
to Mr. Cummings, " Shall we paint the lily ? " 

Then gliding across to a table, and examining the 
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contents of a yial on it, be exclaimed, in a half whis- 
tle, " Going to drug the peri 1 "Well, now, we think 
a bowl of good chicken-soup would fay on to the coat- 
ings of an empty stomach decidedly closer. My good 
friends," he continued, snapping a long nail on the little 
finger of his right hand, " perhaps we'd better be left a 
trifle more to ourselves. The miss that sleepeth would 
not wish to see so much company on so short notice. 
Neighbor Darley, you just stay by for a sort of body- 
guard ; while the rest of these honest folk we know 
will be glad to help the sister prepare the savory re- 
past." 

The Old Doctor's hearers, amazed at his singular 
behavior, and at the same time comforted by his perfect 
confidence, one by one retired. Uncle Dan alone went 
reluctantly; he could not share the trust placed in 
the garrulous stranger. Several times he turned back 
after crossing the threshold ; but, finally, he might have 
been seen venting his feelings on a fresh pile of logs in 
the wood-yard below. 

The father being his only witness, the weird physi- 
cian now began slow upward passes from the feet of 
the sleeper toward her head. Uninterruptedly he so 
labored with an even, gentle motion, till the body of the 
patient appeared to acquire lightness, to slightly rise, 
following the healer's hands. The limbs lifted, the 
chin raised, and there was an upward movement of the 
eyebrows, as when one is rousing from slumber. A 
thrill of joy shot through the heart of the father. He 
was about to speak — ^to call his daughter by name ; a 
forbidding gesture from the physician prevented him. 
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Still signing the parent to be silent, " Come," he whis- 
pered, " this is no place for ns " ; and the two went out, 
leaving the sleeper once more alone. 

A breathless company awaited their coming. As 
the Old Doctor glided down the stairway, Agnes sprang 
to him, unable to speak. " Well, now," said he, taking 
her hand, while the gleams of happiness on the father^s 
features spread from face to face, "*when we were 
young — ah, woful when 1 ^ we were accustomed to be 
met with sweet speeches. Perhaps we were not ex- 
pected so soon ; the fact is, we vacated just in time to 
save our bacon." 

Agnes, freed, hastened to Laura's room. "Give 
the damsel the Old Doctor's compliments," called the 
physician after her, " and say she's likely to be too late 
for dinner." 

When it was announced that his patient was ready 
to come down, the Old Doctor paid her a second visit. 
" Now that she's on her feet," said he, " she needs a 
little bracing." 

Presently in they came together ; the sleeper blush- 
ing more bewitchingly than ever as she leaned on the 
arm of the " Shadow," or, to give his still less compli- 
mentary sobriquet^ the " Black Spider." 

A joyous murmur rose from the friends assembled. 
Mr. Cummings, Unde Dan, and George Gale — ^their 
faces were so many studies in ecstasy. The father 
caught his daughter in his arms and kissed her, while 
the excellent parson came near so far forgetting — or 
remembering — ^himself as to do likewise. Handsome 
George Gale came forward and, bowing courteously. 
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ofEered congratulations. He had been stunned and re- 
stunned by successive startUng experiences ^th the 
inexhaustible enchantress until, like the well-mettled 
novice in the thick of battle, he had regained his self- 
possession. He now recognized the gulf of nature 
separating him from Laura Darlej, saw that she be- 
longed to an order of humanity remote from his own. 
He admired her, wondered at her, but felt himself for- 
ever free from the slavery her charms imposed. 

The eyes of Uncle Dan alone were wet with tears ; 
the white-haired giant was the child. He dared not 
touch the hand of the resurrected one, but he ground 
the Old Doctor's knuckles together till he fairly tied 
his reedy legs into a knot with writhings of pain. 

Laura was becoming embarrassed by the continued 
ovation, when the Old Doctor came to the rescue. 
" Well, well, well ! " said he, " there a/re things on earth 
— ^to say nothing about the heavens — ^Horatio, which 
authors of the orthodox medical catechism never 
dreamed of. "We would not overturn all previous 
theories of science by any chance remark, but, men and 
brethren and sisters (God be merciful to you !), there is 
such a thing as seeing into a grindstone. Given the 
dauntless eyes, the steady gaze, and the densest object 
of the material or the darkest problem of the imma- 
terial, world, becomes a transparency. "We, personally, 
are on the wane, we know that this creaky frame must 
soon unhinge ; but such is our proposition, and shall be 
till the final wreck. — ^Neighbor Darley, inasmuch as 
you have the cruet handy, just tip it in honor of the 
sentiment of a medical heretic." 
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" To the health of the heretic 1 " cried the clergy- 
maiiy raising his glass. 

*' The toast comes from the proper source," replied 
the physician ; then, turning to Laura, his goatee 
springing up till it tickled the tip of his nose, " Our 
regards. Miss Darley — ^the greeting de prof undo of the 
Old Doctor." 

All drained their glasses, when the physician, smack- 
ing his lips and sweeping his head slowly up and down, 
said thoughtfully, " A beneficent beverage, sparkling 
and practical. — ^We might as well be merry as miserable, 
parson ; for, as no one knows better than yourself, it is 
this world, and then — ^the Iron-Works." 

How had the Old Doctor effected this speedy recov- 
ery ? Who was he % What was he ? What was the 
nature of the secret power vanquished by his silent 
bidding? The company marveled as greatiy as they 
rejoiced, but there was too much glad life stirring for 
reflection. 

In the midst of the festivities, Jo, bewildered by an 
increased number of errands, and by the strangeness of 
recent events, presented his round, squirrel-like face in 
the door, saying, " Mr. Darley, them three physicians 
are comin^ fominst the gate there. If they tell me 
where I am goin', shall I ask 'em ^ Right up here a little 
ways ' % " 

"Pay no attention to the doctors," replied the 
other. " Go quietly about your work." 

" I declare to Jerusalem, Miss Lorry," exclaimed 
the soft-voiced servant as he withdrew, " nothin' hev 
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done me so much good in one spell as to be a livid wit- 
ness to your recupreation. I swings, I feel as ef Pd 
been eatin' opium, or heshbash, or suthin' to that 
eflEect." 

The door closed, and Jo added, orator and audience 
in one, ^^ In fact, I feel devilish religious, and hev a 
dorn good notion to go and read clean through the hull 
English rituraL" 

Mr. Darley met the physicians at the door. The 
guests heard nothing of their conversation ; they only 
saw them drive away. 

" I should say so ! " exclaimed the Old Doctor, look- 
ing out after his departing brothers; ^^ their cat has 
jumped 1 Per via^ friend Darley, if they ever ask 
you what we called it — ^the late attack on the lady at 
my left — ^just say that you've forgotten the Latin name 
for't, but that in unadorned Saxon it was suspension of 
business." 
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" What means Ms grace, that he hath changed his style! '* 

The Old Doctor, made pliable by the bounties of 
the table, was prevailed upon to so far neglect his oflSce- 
liours as to remain through the evening ; and old King 
Cole himself could not have been merrier after his ser- 
vitors had complied with the last of his Bacchanalian 
commands. There was mirth in Maple Grove, and yet 
beneath it murmured sober voices heard distinctly by 
Laura, distinguished by all. 

An unseen hand had been laid on one of the fairest 

inmates of cottage or palace. True, it was removed, 

but might it not return with increase of power? 

Whence came it ? "Whither had it gone ? These and 

kindred questions would intrude their dark presences 

on the general illumination. It was with our company 

as with the days of waning summer, or those so like 

them, the days of early fall : premonitory shades and 

faint strains of sadness mingled with the mellow light 

and cheery symphonies. The philosophic flights of the 

parson, interspersed with the linguistic gymnics of the 

conquering physician — though the latter grew reserved 

as the evening wore on — deserve a record that will not 

appear on these pages. The lines of intellectual travel 
5 
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ran from a point no less remote than protoplasm ; the 
Old Doctor being equally familiar with the way sta- 
tions between the best way to cook beans and the 
genius of Beethoven. He represented the concrete; 
the Eev. Oummings the abstract. A recess had not been 
thought of but for the unexpected appearance of Jo, 
the gentle, who, because of his years and faithfulness, 
was sometimes permitted to jingle, an odd link, in the 
family chain. He had been up to the Green, and 
wished to tell of his wanderings. 

" Let the veteran speak,'' commanded the Old Doc- 
tor. • 

" The gentleman from the Pine-tree State is called 
for,'' seconded George Gale, straightening up gracefully, 
like a bird about to take wing. 

" Way deown in Maine," Jo began, " sich creeturs 
as Deakin True is apt to be a scarcity. They is liable 
tew be removed from amongst reg'lar society ere the 
mind's aware. Here the case is consamedly differing, 
as my discourse will infer, 

" Neow, the deakin, to-night, he were right ready 
with a paper of shorts, and wanted tewkneow jest heow 
the hull thing started and continered along until it 
reached the smilax. 

" ' No, sir,' sez I ; ^ no brives. Old Jo ain't tew be 
brived.' That wound him up. 

" Quite a sea of inquiriners splurged up ag'in me. 
' Keep back,' sez I ; and, after a spell, I had to git on to 
a keg o' nails. * A leetle more air ahead, there,' sez I. 
*You needn't squeeze; old Jo is as dry as a beech 
leaf on a snow-bird's roost.' But they kept punchin', 
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and my dander riz a peg or a peg and a half. * Tew 
fellers in front,' I hollered, * advance backward; an* 
yew boys, with one hand in the cracker-barrel, a trifle 
more of your less noise.* 

" By this time Euf e Boggs, he had got square agin 
me. I spote to him direck, spote sharp, tew. Sez I, 
* Yew hain't hed nothin' to drink,' sez I, ^s'pose purty 
likely,' sez I; *but jour breath smells well, howsom- 
ever.' That were a challenge; lucky for some folks 
beside me, it wam't took up. 

" * What next ? ' axed a feller, with a coon-skin cap 
onto his top. Sez I, ^ After a famine comes a pestle- 
ment,' sez I. That weound hira up. From this ere on, 
things begun to kinder quiet under; an', when most o' 
the rabbi hed went, I took a turn with Deakin True. 
Sez I, right tew his face, ^ Deakin, when as clost a man 
as yew be goes to givin' away tobacker, I kneow the 
devil will have tew pay for it in the eend. Why don't 
yew hunt up your White Church folks an' buy them, f 
Any institution,' says I, ' that you are into is a demed 
gamblener game, to make the best on't.' He were 
teched, neow, I can tell ye. I see I hed said enough, 
so I marauded over to the tavern." 

Again, at the inn, Jo's valiant qualities were put to 
the test ; but, according to his own testimony, he tri- 
umphed. 

The town talk was naturally unpleasant to the Par- 
leys, particularly to Laura, who seldom allowed any of 
it to be repeated in her hearing. Occasionally Jo was 
permitted to make selections from it, for the reason 
that, like more celebrated orators, he was master oi o. 
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Btjle that concealed or counterbalanced any disagree- 
ableness or deficiency in the Bubject-matter. 

" Jo," said Mr. Darley, turning the speaker's thoughts 
into another channel, " I notice that the soles of your 
new boots have parted from the uppers; how comes 
thatP 

A droll smile passed over Jo's dreamy countenance. 
"That were a scientific expeppermint," he answered. 

" I shall have to borrow your pocket-dictionary, Jo ; 
by and by you will not be able to make yourself under- 
stood at alL But about your experiment % " 

" I wanted to tree 'em eout, Mr. Darley. Te see, I 
didn't try 'em on at the store ; supposin', of course, 
that, bein' my boots, they would fit. Come to git home, 
they was a leetle scant ; so I jest caroused my wits, and 
hit on a plan to stretch 'em. Fust fillin' 'em about tew 
thirds full o' white beans, I poured l^ot water top o' 
that, and let 'em stan' overnight. Come momin', lo 
and behold, they was stretched out o' all reason ! That 
weound thmi up," concluded Jo, hobbling from the 
room, with a sniile as wooden as his legs. 

" Haven't we a character in Jo ? " asked Mr. Darley. 

" We should say so 1 " replied the physician ; " that 
same Jo is a singed cat. Nothing terrible to him about 
an army witfe b^i^ers- The hair on such a head as 
that will lie smooth before horrors which would make 
yours and mine out-bristle the quills of the good old 
stand-by porcupine. Jo is, in brief, a condensed posse 
ccnaitatusP 

" Eight, Doctor," returned the host. " Uncle Dan 
yriU tell you thrilling stories of Jo's Indian fights on 
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the frontier, when they were miners together. He says 
Jo woald go into a fight without hat, coat, or boots ; no 
weapon but a stone. His special delight was beating 
the brush ; which hazardous part he played as fearlessly 
as if he were hurling stores a? squirrels in the woods of 
Maine.'' 

The Old Doctor did not incline to follow Jo's 
history further ; and, at length, according to more sub- 
tile workings of the law of gravity than Newton knew, 
our company arranged itself into pairs. Mr. Cummings 
and the host betook themselves to hilly regions of in- 
tellectuality ; while Agnes and George Gale strayed in 
fields of fancy, always green and blossoming. 

The opportimity for which the weird healer waited, 
finally came. " I guess we are not all here," he said, 
pleasantly, following Laura into the library. " Thee 
should have no hesitancy with The Old Doctor ; he is 
thy friend. How did thee come by that sleep % " 

« Rightfully, I trust. Doctor." 

" Thee would do no wrong." 

^^ Neither has any one done me an intentional in- 

" That, too, we know ; for then thy slumber had not 
been sweet. But does thee know thy soul is already 
twinned; and has thee thought on the consequences 
should its mate be lost f " 

The physician's knowledge of her secret, together 
with his changed language and low, soothing voice, 
might well be expected to surprise the listener ; on the 
other hand, it was the Old Doctor that was astonished. 
He had divined the situation of affairs largely by that 
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instinctive guessing peculiar to men of his wonder- 
working kind, his conjectures being materially aided by 
facts obtained from George Gale ; while Laura, unas- 
sisted, heard his very thoughts. 

" How can one possess what has been neither won 
nor voluntarily given ? " asked Laura. 

"Impossible. Does, then, thy excelling wisdom, 
after all, deceive thee ? " 

" No, doctor, I speak the truth : I am alone." 

" Nay, remember thou art a child. Think thee that 
the absent one is thy master \ I tell thee the scepter 
shall return to thy hand. I perceive thy gifts; but 
when the heart feels too strongly, it disturbs the vision. 
Thy friend. The Old Doctor, sees into this further than 
thee can, Nature loves her own too well : they shall 
not be delivered over to the keeping of evil. Does 
thee not so believe ? " 

" I am alone," was the sorrowful answer. 

" God rest thy heart ! " returned the physician ; and 
here the conversation ended. 

It was now that Zuni came softly and, with a mourn- 
ful look in his bright eyes, licked the hands of his 
mistress. Laura, absorbed in thought, did not heed 
his caresses, and disappointed, wounded, he crept slowly 
away. 

The Old Doctor was not done with his case for the 
night whela he left Maple Grove ; so the midnight hour 
found him in George Gale's room, talking, among other 
things, about the young man's family. George had not 
the slightest suspicion of the object of his visit, though 
he was even more voluble than on the ride from the 
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station. At last, in the midst of a dissertation on Swe- 
denborg, he took up a card from the student's table, 
and secretly slipped it into his pocket. 

Once in his office, his first act was to superscribe an 
envelope with the name and address on the card. 



xni. 

*' What is the reason of this terrible summons? " 

Tom Gale had devoted many intervals of rest, sub- 
sequent to his parting with Laura, to some new analy- 
sis of her ; now, on receipt of a letter lying open before 
him, he formulated his convictions. Wearied with a 
long day's work, he sat late in his office. The low 
rumble of the great city sounded on ; but he did not 
hear it. 

" Beauty is perfection," he sighed ; " perfection is a 
stranger in this world, cruelly pursued, cursed without 
ceasing till returned to the realm of its nativity. The 
stronger power of earth is the easier shattered. This 
peerless creature, this sweetest of beings, has but to 
approach to make all men her subjects ; yet, with this 
inborn sovereignty, she herself must be saved from 
self-destruction ; and by whom ? " 

Here he paused, and read again from the letter : 

"We are an old, experienced physician, and we 
would observe that the young woman's life hangs in 
the balance, and that your coming might turn the scale 
in her favor." • 

"Who is this rescuer, I say?" cried the lawyer, 
flinging the letter from him. " An unhappy man — a 
worthleBS wretch who has never given peace to an- 
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other's soul, and to whose own soul comfort can not 
come ! Such is this life to which men cling so fondly : 
a nursery of poisonous growths, of things rank and 
monstrous. 

" * Tom Gale is specially engaged to play the hypo- 
crite in Queer Village'; is not that the devil's pla- 
card ? Who is this physician signing himself simply 
J ^ The Old Doctor ' \ — Enough ! there is honesty in every 
stroke of his pen, and I dare not disobey." 

What, meanwhile, of Laura Darley \ The long sleep 
having removed her stiU further from her friends into 
the embrace of the strange power that had followed her 
from childhood, they instinctively left her more alone. 
The only marked alteration in her life was her con- 
stancy at the piano. When but twelve years old, such 
was her proficiency on this instrument that artists pre- 
dicted for her the plaudits of an admiring public. She 
miastered difficult compositions with ease ; but the sur- 
prising feature was her gift of improvisation. 

Twilight being her favorite time for indulging this 
choicest faculty bestowed on mortals, she would seat 
herself at the instrument and wait motionless, as if 
for the strings to prepare themselves for the thrill 
of her fingers. Then began the dream, the quiet 
reverie with occasional accents of passion ; a gentle, 
earnest melody developing by degrees until, at length, 
the very air seemed responsive to fervent heart-yearn- 
ings that find utterance in no other tongue. These 
dreams being messages of warning to the father, he 
sanctioned her course when she refused the tuitioa 
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of a celebrated artist, and gradually desisted from 
practice. 

Late in the night following the sleep, Mr. Darley 
and Agnes were startled by the tones of one of the 
old themes with which the player used to begin her 
improvisations. As if in reply to the hemlocks sighing 
without, her music ran in sad, fitful strains, at times 
nearly dying away into sUence ; then suddenly it would 
sweep into a blast that filled the still house with a rush 
of sound. 

From this night on, Laura spent much of her time 
at the piano, apparently seeking the return of her exe- 
cution. It was matter of remark to the Rev. Cum- 
mings — her most appreciative listener — ^how little her 
skill had been impaired by long neglect. Not until 
his day's work was done did the good man trust him- 
self to come under the spell of Laura's playing; for 
he could not study after so doing. 

One evening, as the clergyman was walking home- 
ward in the moonlight, he was accosted by Mra. 
Widdebit, who stood at her gate, leaning on, or rather 
supporting, the arm of her husband, and catching a 
breath of fresh air after a two-hours' preparatory session 
of the Bible class. 

"Ah, Mr. Cummings," greeted the wife, with a 
girly toss of the head, " you must be a lover of the 
water ; for your walks always take you by our humble 
door to Darley Pond." 

"I was bom by the sea," answered the other. 

"What is the last message from the ^sad sea- 
waves ' ? " quickly inquired the laughing, gushing little 
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woman, longing to slip her arm from under her hus- 
band's, and, taking that of the younger fisher of men, 
to go and hear it for herself. 

" He is very intimate at the Darleys,'' observed the 
Rev. Wicklebit, when his erring brother was fairly out 
of hearing. 

"What could be more natural or proper?'* re- 
turned his frolicsome partner. "He is a talented 
bachelor, and there are two young ladies at Maple 
Grove, either of whom would make a delightful life- 
companion. For my part, I like to see the ministers 
marry, and the younger and prettier the wife the 
better.'' 

The sally was answered with a grave smile which, 
lighted by two rows of manufactured teeth insufferably 
bright, was intended as a sign of half and half reproof 
and approbation. 

Mrs. "Wicklebit, while saying many "nice things" 
for others, would now and then say a word for herself ; 
which liberty became her better than it would most 
mistresses of a parsonage. She was a plump, comely 
little woman, with nothing positively bad in her dispo- 
sition, and much that was negatively excellent. True, 
she had married her fossil spouse less for love than for 
an abiding-place ; but this was excusable in a poor, un- 
protected, wandering schoolma'am. When one in a 
strait can spin relief — ^yes, happiness — ont of as cheap 
material as could Mrs. Wicklebit, the world says, as it 
onght, " Fall to in your own way, and God speed the 
work ! " 

Her theological opinions, such as they were, diverged 
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widely from those of her guide and protector; but, if 
she could make it more convenient for him not to bring 
up their doctrinal differences, what mattered the opposi- 
tion of silent beliefs ? She was wise enough in her gen- 
eration to secure a concession of no small magnitude 
from her spirituallj-minded lord, viz., the right to have 
her own way. 

Mrs. Wicldebit's management of the women of the 
White Church also argued not a little diplomatic skill. 
For example, when the sisters came to her with what 
she called the " Darley Legends," she outwardly agreed 
with them, one and all, if the views they presented 
were not actually outrageous. Once by herself, how- 
ever, plying her domestic cares, her thoughts tracked 
independently enough, as may be inferred from a speci- 
men sitting-room soliloquy : 

" Mr. Cummings, the rogue, knows the whole mat- 
ter through and through. The witchery laid at the 
door of the Darleys has no more mystery about it 
than any genuinely romantic love affair should have. 
Laura loves the rare, pale shepherd of the sooty flock ; 
she really does, and Fm glad of it. I am out of the 
list, and anything for an excitement. This stupid old 
town needs shaking to its very foundations ; it is too 
dull to endure — one eternal funeral ! 

"I wonder if Xenos's sermons don't add to the 
general stagnation] Foor old man! there are some 
green spots in his nature yet; but the aspect, as a 
whole, is exceedingly sere. Somebody ought to preach 
a discourse here that one covMrCt go to sleep under. 
I have a good mind to go into dear, sweet Mr. Cum- 
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inings's pulpit and preach one myself: I know lie 
wonld let me.'* Here Mrs. Wicklebit dropped her sew- 
ing, tripped to her geranimn-pots and sank into a kind 
of canary-bird reverie, the particulars of which it were 
ungenerous to divulge. 



XIV. 

*^ Bat this is most fallible, the worm's an odd worm/' 

Aftbb a fortnight's absence, Tom Gale was again 
in Queer Village. George thought of his brother's 
second visit merely as a continuation of the first. The 
Old Doctor alone knew the cause of his return. 

" I will introduce you to the wizard," said George 
to his brother ; " of all human riddles, he is the hardest. 
By dint of patient inquiry, I am led to believe he does 
not consider Miss Laura's trouble dangerous; beyond 
that I must guess for it. I begin to agree with him 
as to the danger; but there was something awful in 
that sleep. Did I believe in possession by disem- 
bodied spirits, I should say some angel of rest folded 
its wings in the maiden's breast, and gave her a brief 
enjoyment of the eternal peace said to reign in Heaven. 
She awoke, not exhausted, but refreshed ; a fact that 
perplexes me greatly. I said s& much to the Old 
Doctor, when he replied, ^ A little tea from the white 
herb with the black root, my young friend, and the 
marvelous is whistled down the wind ! ' That is the 
sort of consolation I've been obliged to put up with : 
may you be more successful." 

"Xet me have at the Yankee Paracelsus," returned 
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Tom in a brisk, off-hand style lie often found it con- 
venient to assume. " Does lie carry a cane ? " 

"Tes, and a very peculiar one. Why? Are yon 
anticipating a nineteenth-century Azoth as well?" 

" Every Bombastes must have his familiar ; and the 
head of a cane would make as good a hiding-place as 
the pommel of a sword." 

*' True ; but Azoth's dislodgment will not make 
an end of the healer's mystery ; there will be left Le- 
mure, Catholicon, Elixir Vitse, and Heaven knows 
what else 1 " 

The words were scarcely spoken when a voice came 
from the bar-room door : 

"Well, well, well! This is the representative of 
the law, * Her seat is the bosom of God, her voice the 
harmony of the world ; all things in heaven and earth 
do her homage — ^the very least as feeling her care, 
the very greatest as not exempt from her power.' " 

The Old Doctor stood drawn up to his full height. 
" That is introduction enough," he continued, " for any 
man bom of woman." Then coming forward and ex- 
tending his hand, " Mr. Thomas Gale, the Old Doctor 
would respectfully inquire at what altitude the anser- 
ine bird swings, and how, with reference to your lord- 
ship's satisfaction, wags *the thick rotundity o' the 
world'?" 

"* Crack Nature's molds,'" was the reply; "*all 
germens spill at once, that make ingrateful man.' " 

The Old Doctor held Tom Gale's hand, and the two 
stood, eye to eye, their glances rebounding like pebbles 
from the rock. 



.A 



112 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

" We were about to put in a stick," said the phy- 
sician, at length, lowering his voice almost to a whisper. 
^^ About this time of day, to wet the throat a trifle is a 
pious proceeding." 

" Thank you ; I don't drink, but would enjoy a 
cigar with you," 

" Well, if that is honest Indian, come and take your 
poison that way. There are somewhere about nine 
hundred millions of human beings, I believe, of your 
choice and delusion." 

They now stepped inside, and, whatever else they 
did, spent an hour, as Uncle Dan reported, "in devilish 
important confab." 

The " confab " over, Tom went to his room, where, 
from his window, opening westward, he could hear the 
sudden, saucy scream of the kingfisher darting across 
Darley Pond ; and could see, from time to time, a soli- 
tary crow hastening to the hills beyond. So, looking 
and listening, he delayed his visit to Maple Grove. 

Because he held aloof, however, let it not be be- 
lieved that the Darleys were destined to a day of soli- 
tude. The Eev. Xenos Wicklebit, the brace of ubiqui- 
tous deacons, and Squire Sias, Justice of the Peace, 
called early in the morning and held a prolonged and 
solemn conference with the master of the house. After 
them, Mrs. Zobeide Wicklebit favored the young ladies 
with her presence for a social season of politer length 
and purport. 

Never in his pulpit was the Rev. Wicklebit more 
generous with denunciatory language culled from sacred 
wni, than he was in the Darley parlor on this beautiful 
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August af teruoon. He applied the blistering scripture 
without stint or qualm. Beginning with a much- 
instanced woman, said to have lived a long time ago in 
Endor, he hewed his savage passage down to modem 
times, perorating with a warm warning against them 
that have familiar spirits, and the wizards. 

But the " holy four," as Uncle Dan dubbed them, 
had no sooner gone, than charitable Justin Darley for- 
gave them, and turned again to the labors of his farm. 

Madam Zobeide's call must have been a more 
agreeable experience, for she returned to the parsonage 
with renewed admiration for the " Darley girls " : in- 
deed, there was " something so mischievous " (1) in the 
eyes of the younger that she was "perfectly irresist- 
ible." 

" I can't see for my life," she said, to her husband, 
at the tea-table, " how Mr. Cummings can be so dila- 
tory; he keeps Miss Laura in a most provoking sus- 
pense 1 " 

Unluckily, the spirit of rebuke still actuated the 
clergyman, and, having no reply of his own, he again 
borrowed from his favorite author: "Z^ ^ woman 
learn in silence, and loith aU si^ection.^^ 

" * Quoth the raven, " Nevermore! " ' " 

answered the snubbed wife, inwardly. " A woman may 
use her eyes if not her tongue," she meditated ; which 
immunity she had enjoyed but a few moments before. 
It happened in this wise : as she entered the parsonage- 
gate, Tom Gale passed, when (as was very good of herj 
being, theoretically, one of the main jets of the fountain 
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of hospitality in Queer Village) she gave him a bow of 
welcome. It was, to all appearance, gratefully received ; 
at least, the salutation in return she deemed worthy of 
her ideal of manly perfection, the Rev. Eustace Cum- 
mings. 

Mrs. Wicklebit, though strongly suspecting Tom 
Gale was on his way to Maple Grove, had no suspicion 
of his errand ; only the best evidence could have con- 
vinced her that Mr. Cummings had any rival in Laura's 
affection. 

When Tom reached the tall evergreens shadowing 
the porch of Darley cottage, suddenly, as if the sun 
burst from their gloom, Laura stood before him. How 
was it possible for a creature of flesh and blood to be 
so radiantly beautiful ! It required all his powers of 
self-possession to conceal his confusion. 

" You can not say that I am disobedient," was 
Laura's greetmg. 

" I hope I could not be so unjust." 

" Why did you do that wicked, wicked thing ? It 
nearly distracted poor, dear father and sister, and killed 
my faithful Zuni outright." 

" I will not repeat the wrong," answered the other, 
choosing rather to admit that he was deserving of 
censure than to expose his doubt of the question's exact 
meaning. 

" You need not wear so sorrowful a countenance ; 
if the incomprehensible Old Doctor keeps his secret, 
you are secure against punishment." 

" Did I, then, contribute to the — ^" 

" Not now, please. — The Old Doctor's influence, it 
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seems, may reach a long way, since you are back so 
soon." 

" I thought another short rest would not harm me,'' 
answered Tom with admirable indifference. 

" You rest 1 Mr. Gale, will you not be thoroughly 
truthful with me for a few days % " 

" Why for a few days ? " 

" Again, I say, not now ; we must neither quarrel 
nor even argue, so soon," she added, with a smile. 
" Come in, will you not ? I have something to show 
you." 

They entered the cottage, when Laura, taking a slip 
of drawing-paper from beneath a pile of music, handed 
it to her visitor. 

" The work is intended for a dim light," said she, 
lowering the curtain as she spoke. 

Tom took the drawing in his hand, and, beginning 
an inspection, was astonished to feel the intensity of his 
gaze increase, despite an opposing eflEort of the will. 
The firm, controlling power uppermost in the character 
of Tom Gale now failed him ; he could not take his 
eyes from the penciling. Soon the card began to turn 
in his fingers like a living thing, and he became deeper 
and deeper engrossed in a transformation passing belief. 
The gaze of his great dark eyes fairly ate into the 
paper ; for, what was at first an inner leaf of the pen- 
ciled rose, now grew gradually into the detestable shape 
of a worm coiling itself closer and closer, its small but 
hideous head finally resting in the heart of the flower. 

So the vision stayed for a brief interval ; then, from 
its outer edge, paling slowly inward, the rose began to 



116 THE OLD DOCTOR. 

fade. Line by line it went out, till nothing remained 
but the worm in its revolting nakedness. Suddenly it, 
too, dropped from sight, and the spell passed. 

Tom, coming to himself, saw that the drawing had 
fallen to the floor. Turning from side to side, he 
sought the artist : she was gone. 

How long a time had elapsed! His first impulse 
was that of anger. He would crush the hated scrap 
underfoot; but two arms were now gently placed 
about his neck from behind him, and a voice — ^it was 
that of the enchantress — said, 

" Will you, who have seen Death with his head on 
my breast, come to bury me when the leaves fall ? '' 

Words of the Old Doctor came to Tom's mind, 
bringing quick relief and strength. Tenderly he un- 
locked the hands, and held them in his own. 

"I am going to see you bloom at the falling of 
the leaves," he said, " the fairest flower in the garden 
of man. I shall then behold a happy being, one no 
longer haunted by noxious thoughts." 

Once more Laura looked into his eyes ; he saw the 
struggle in her soul, and, resolving to encourage her till 
hope should win, invited her out into the restoring 
peace of Nature. 

Twilight was fast approaching as they took their 
way into the wood, vocal still, but with those under- 
tones sweeter to the heart that can hear them than the 
singing of the birds. The path through Maple Grove 
to the meadows wound gracefully among the great 
sparse trees for the distance of nearly a half-mile. 
Occasionally blue bits of sky were visible through the 
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tree-tops, where, a little later, stars would pause and 
look down on a shadowed world. 

Laura, as her companion anticipated, grew more 
oheerfd / the »y.ae id. of the Lp ;<S did not 
frighten, they lulled, her perturbed spirit. When they 
reached the farther edge of the forest, the early moon 
and star were stationed there, like the shining angels 
before the gate of Eden; Otter Brook was running 
musically among the alders, while, close by its way of 
melody, a group of young spruces stood listening, as if 
to tune to its happy flow their immemorial song of 
mourning. 

Here our friends stopped for a moment, when Laura 
turned her eyes toward the hill on the east, the dark- 
mantled guardian of the place of graves. 

" My mother lies there," she said, her voice, soft as 
it was, sounding loud in contrast with the vague mur- 
mur of the wood. " She came to me while I slept, and 
remained till the coming of the Old Doctor. I be- 
sought her not to let him take me back ; why did she 
not heed my entreaty ! Will you, my friend, will these 
old trees which have revealed to me many secrets, will 
this brook which has sung to me since childhood in 
the place of that lost mother — will any being or thing 
of heaven or earth answer % " 

She looked back beseechingly into the dark wood. 
That instant a dense cloud, black-winged and desolat- 
ing, swept across the moon, and simultaneously from 
the grove the voice of the owl rose in one long cry, 
and, floating across the valley, its last deploring vibra- 
tions echoed from the hill above the graves. The 
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narrow path by wluch they had come, a faint light 
marking its coarse back into the forest, now looked 
too lonely ever to be trod by the foot of man ; while 
the knolls and shrubs in the open spaces, a moment be- 
fore pleasing features of the landscape, were now dim, 
distorted shapes, lit attendants on the dismal change. 

Tom, wrapped in gloomy reverie, was roused by 
Laura's voice. 

"Do you see anything beneath that large tree in 
the meadow, yonder ? Now it comes, now goes back 
again." 

" I see nothing. Why allow yourself to be the prey 
of such imaginings ? " 

" Why do you permit me to be a prey to them ? " 
returned Laura, looking intently toward the meadow- 
tree. 

Tom G^le would have given all he possessed for 
the power to answer truthfully. He could not ; there- 
fore he remained silent. 

Once more the dread question, " Will you come to 
me when the leaves have dropped from the maple, 
yonder ? '* 

" I will promise anything you wish ; but have you 
so soon forgotten my confident prediction % " 

" I have not forgotten a word you ever spoke to 
me. Come, and you shall see and hear what must, 
likewise, be remembered." 

Tom saw they were to go to the tree : what awaited 
him there \ Again the coiling of the worm on the card 
came before his eyes, and the accompanying horrible 
sensation crept over him. 
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men again the moon bnrBt into brightness, invol- 
untarilj he turned toward Lanra. The cahn, sad beauty 
of her face only added to a feeling of suffocation he 
found more and more difficult to overcome. 

" Who and what is this girl % " he asked himself, as 
they walked on in silence. It was now that this cool, 
stem man of the law actually questioned whether the 
young woman at his side, whom he had pronounced 
" perfection in the flesh," was not, after all, a phantom. 
In the solitude of his study, he had avowed the possi- 
bility of experiences all as strange ; but now, when he 
came to realize them, the reality became the vision, as 
the vision had been the reality. 

His mind was thronged with conjectures, one of 
which caused him great agitation. Suppose Laura 
should say to him, "You have, willingly or unwill- 
ingly, given my life into the hands of cruel powers 
which, but for you, I had resisted. Can you do less 
than set me free ? " . 

There comes a time that will maze the brain of the 
clearest-headed man. In a mad whirl of conflicting 
thoughts, Tom Gale now strove desperately. 

" I will not wait," he said ; " she shall not ask, I 
will offer it. I will say to her, ' I have laid on you the 
hand of harm ; unintentionally, it is true, but I would 
suffer the punishment due a deed premeditated. Love 
is not mine to give, even to her whose breast nourished 
my young life ; but my heart's blood — ^with that I may 
have my will. Bid me spill it, and receive your pass- 
port to liberty.' " 

Ah, how short a distance from the unsuspecting one 
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waits that dim shape, that gray horror, from whose 
glaring eyes the grave were a welcome refuge 1 To 
live on after once beholding it, after once feeling its icy 
breath creep over the face; after believing not only, 
but knowing that the cursed thing of mist and shadow 
is, that it is near, and shall again appear, rearing its 
damndd head, frightful, freezing — ^to live on after this, 
therein lies the test of bravery. 

Tom Gale turned to speak as he had resolved; 
Laura was not at his side. Anxiously he peered 
through the dusk in the direction of the meadow tree. 
She was there, and he hastened his steps. 

"Hark, hark!" she whispered, as he drew near. 
" Was it you that talked to me about banishing * nox- 
ious thoughts'? What thoughts are now tormenting 
your own so confident soul? Never lisp a syllable of 
them to me." 

Cold sweat stood on the young man's brow. 

"Look," said Laura; "mark yonder ridge by the 
pool." 

" A lithe shape, like that of a dog, crosses it round 
and round." 

" Watch." 

"It rears, leaps, has plunged. Why did we not 
hear a sound as it went down \ " 

" An idle question, compared with mine : think 
you, now, that I shall bloom when the leaves fall? 
Promise me that you will come to this tree, at this 
hour, on the 18th of November next." 

" I promise; and you shall be with me." 

''I wiJ]." 
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^* Sach dreams are watchers in disguise, 
Which, when we sleep, look through our eyes ; 
And seeing far some future thing. 
The admonition of it bring/' * 

ExoTTEMEin' had the better of Jo's reverence. 

" Stan' away there, Mr. Darley 1" he cried; and his 
short arms held stiffly out, his hands about a yard apart, 
rigidly he walked, as if the smallest variation in his 
attitude would be followed by ruinous results. 

" "Why do you stalk along in that way ? " asked the 
farmer. 

" Hold still," answered Jo, softly, as he moved on, 
turning neither to right nor left; "hold easy. I've 
got the wedth of a door." 

" Jo, you are too absurd to be about." 

" Jest ketch your breath a minute — only sixty ticks," 
replied the carpenter, making use of nature's tools for 
a measurement finally marked on the garden-fence with 
his thumb nails. 

" There 1 — ^that's jest the wedth precise of the stable 
apertoor. I looked a good deal like the man in the 
front of the almanac, with the diagram all torn off 
his stummick, I suppose purty likely, didn't I, Mr. 
Darley I " 

6 
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" But what are you going to do ; make another gate 
in the garden-fence ? " 

" Not by ten rows of apple-trees. Them figgers is 
to be the size of an entrails to a tomb." 

" An entrance to a tomb ! " 

"To a tomb — ^yes, sir-ree; a doggerel sepulchre. 
Wilse Ludd, he's feound eout the facts of his decease : 
he's dead, as I foreordained — dead as a smelt ! " 

"Who, who is dead?" 

"Why, Zuni." 

" What do you know about him ? " 

"The same as I observed: he's dead. We've viewed 
him o'er for the last time. Ye see, I've got further 
inflamation: Mr. Darley, there's flitterations in this 
teown." 

"What?" 

" Flitterations ; and right where there hadn't ought 
to be, too. Neow, the same afternoon, Wilse, he see 
Mrs. Wicklembittle and Deakin Sage a-saunterin' along 
'cross-lots, 'way back there in the meader." 

"Never mind Mrs. Wicklebit or Deacon Sage. 
What did Ludd say about Zuni ? " 

" Just what I was goin' to tell. I swings ! I can't 
start at the end of a stoiy. Well, Wilse, he come to 
see Zuni by means o' lookin' at the sky-larkers. All 
there was to it was, that Zuni kept a-goin' around an' 
around that there deep puddle in the f ourteen-acre lot, 
his tongue a-hangin'. Nothin' more nor less than that 
he had a spavin — ^a fit. While Wilse was a-lookin', he 
gin one jump and dove into the water, and never riz ; 
stuck down there, probably, in the mud." 
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" Poor fellow ! Ton think of building him a tomb, 
do you?" 

" I'd like tew, ef it's agreeable to the family. The 
dog won't make no objections, that's sartin." 

" Don't you think you could be more usefully em- 
ployed ? " 

"Mr. Darley, look a-here. The fust time that ani- 
mile, now transposin' to clay, see the light, he come 
eout o' that stable-door in my old arms, as slick a purp 
as a dog-financeer ever sot eyes on ; therefore my idee 
was tew let him go for the last time into a door of the 
same diameter. Mebby 'tain't no use ; an', ef ye say 
so, in course I won't do it. But, Mr. Darley, dogs has 
souls into 'em ; an' the day'U come when, like you an' 
me an' other folks, they ahaU he seen as they are seen.^^ 

"Perhaps you are right, Jo, and it may be that 
Zuni committed deliberate suicide; but I wouldn't 
spend any more time on the tomb this morning." 

" All right. Howsomever, if Egyptian mummies is 
worth embalmin' an gluin' up in esophaguses, it's my 
thinkin' that dogs orter be ; long as I've got my na- 
tional senses, I sha'n't see no other conclusion. Why, 
jest consider," continued Jo, coming closer to Mx. 
Darley, whose mind, returned from the ludicrous to 
the deeply serious, was now dwelling on the incidents 
of the long sleep—" jest remember how more'n human 
he was ! Te know, I tried to git him to eat, that after- 
noon when he come from Miss Lawry's room. He 
swallered onct or twict, but the victuals wouldn't go 
down ; his stummick hadn't no more jester than ef he'd 
been stone dead. He must hev hurt hisself some way ; 
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fust tlie f or'ard leg on the nigh side took to bein' stiff, 
an' then his tother leg got jest like his tother leg, an' 
he couldn't eat the leastest atom of nothin' at all. 
Perhaps he don't need no tomb, though, arter all," 
concluded Jo, thoughtfully. " Come to think, let him 
sleep, like Moses on Nero's mountain. Ease to his 
ashes ! — ^Well, I'll turn to, an' set that post under the 
com^rib." 

" You may first harness Nancy," said Mr. Darley. 

" I will ride with you, if I may," said Laura, coming 
up at the moment, leaning on her sister's arm. 

" Certainly. The air will do you good ; you are 
pale, child." 

"I was just saying," spoke Agnes, "that I never 
saw her really wan-looking before. Too long a walk 
last evening with Mr. Gale, the profound," she added, 
in Laura's ear. 

The pallid girl was much the calmer of the two, as, 
riding up the valley, she disclosed secrets that she had 
thought never to repose in another. The noble and 
affectionate father could not restrain his tears. 

"No blind and cruel power has governed my life 
thus far," said Laura ; " we should not feel that I am 
even unfortunate. My few strange years have brought 
more than my share of happiness ; dear father, do not 
think my existence has been cheerless. You have been 
the sufferer; and the main reason for my coming with 
you, this morning, is to ask your forgiveness. Why I 
have failed to be a more dutiful and comforting daugh- 
ter, is hard to say ; believe me, I have been mysteriously 
hindered." 
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" No more — say no more, my child," broke in the 
father. " You have been, and still are, the object cher- 
ished by me beyond all others on earth. You have no 
cause to reproach yourself for the past ; you come hon- 
estly by the peculiarities of nature that, far from lessen- 
ing my interest in and affection for you, have been to 
me a source of joy ; my only bitterness is, that they 
should finally bring either of us to sorrow. You must 
know I am not ignorant of the change — ^" The words 
stopped on his lips. "Laura, do you love Thomas 
Gale ? " 

The red came to her colorless cheek. 

" Father — ^I frankly confess it to you — I do." 

« I admire the young man ; but, with your peculiar 
gift of vision, have you looked forward % " 

" Do you really believe that I see as others do not ? 
Why have I not talked with you of this before ! You 
would have understood me." 

" My mother early familiarized me with a nature 
very like your own. These powers are true and kind, 
but there is much to war against them, to interfere with 
their benevolent working. Your grandmother lived 
and died a holy, happy woman. Years ago she prophe- 
sied many things of you that have already come to 
pass ; and what I would know, now, is the future as 
you see it." 

" My vision is not clear, but I have a presentiment 
of sorrow soon to come. The hope that has led me up 
to the present time seems about to desert me ; but what- 
ever comes — I make it as if it were a last request — ^my 
dear father, bear only the kindest feelings toward Mr. 
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Gale. The voice that has haunted me of late retnms: 
^Another ahaU suffer before thee; one of whom thou 
hast not a sicspicion.^ I heard the words plainly as I 
do your own." 

Laura's future stretched before her, a black vast. 
There was consolation in her father's trust ; however, 
her belief that she had but a short time to live re- 
mained unshaken. 

Mr. Cummings shared his friend Darley's beauti- 
ful faith that the spirits of the blessed keep tender 
watch over, and, when permitted, guide the way of 
mortals. The good man, having discovered Laura's 
love for Tom Gale, now kept more aloof, avoiding 
conference with her father, lest he should betray some 
seiitiment of selfishness. He, too, had a high regard 
for the young lawyer ; but he would have been greatly 
relieved to know that his influence over Laura was for 
her highest good. If he could not subdue his own 
love, the struggle should be a silent one. 

Agnes — she 

" With the blue eyes ineffably benign " — 

in addition to her natural disqualification, was now so 
interested in George Gale that she did not appreciate 
the change that had entered her home with the advent 
of his brother. Something, as has been observed, had 
ever stood, a barrier, between herself and her sister; 
Tom Gale, too, was a being remote from her: she 
comprehended neither the one nor the other. Li this 
particular, she and George found a bond of sym- 
pathy, and, in proportion as they felt separated from 



THE OLD DOCTOR. 127 

Tom and Laura, tliey themselves came closer together : 
this was the secret of the rapid ripening of their in- 
timacy. 

The present morning was a very important one 
with them ; handsome and impulsive George, much in 
advance of his intentions, declared his love. 

Hardly knowing what he had done, he mounted 
Laura's pony (to borrow it was his errand to Maple 
Grove), and, in company with Uncle Dan, set out for 
an extended journey into the mountains. 

They had not gone far when Mr. Darley and Laura 
met them. Beaming with hearty ripeness of years, 
came Uncle Dan ; radiant with the glory of youth and 
love came George Gale. Both gave joyous greetings, 
which Mr. Darley strove to return ; Laura's words, too, 
were happy, though her heart was filled with sorrow. 
Rock, her little horse, neighed to her as she reached 
her hand from the carriage ; and, as she watched him 
canter away, his rider seemed to fade from his back. 

" Father," she said, " I heard the voice again, say- 
ing, * Another before thee.' " 



XVI. 

"... strike while yet he's hot — 
Tarn him and ply him, set him straight hetimes, 
Lest he forever warp." 

The attic oflSce in the John Adams is a better illus- 
tration of confusion worse confounded than ever before. 
Over the bed, not yet made for the day, are strewed 
strips of cloth of various lengths, widths, and text- 
ures ; while a curious iron chest, disfigured by years of 
travel, stands open by the stove. On the stove a kettle 
is boiling loudly ; over it, amid dense and powerfully 
odorous fumes, the Old Doctor is conducting some 
secret process of his art. Drop by drop of liquid, 
pinch by pinch of powder, piece by piece of solid — so 
are the seething contents of the kettle increased. Per- 
spiration courses down the long face of the operator, 
he breathes laboriously, he bends and rises again, bring- 
ing some new ingredient in his fingers ; each second 
holds the fate of the mystic ebullition in its slender 
grasp. 

Tom Gale sits waiting, silently addressing the busy 
physician : " Ply thy skiD, O Knight of the Gastric 
Centre, remnant of the wisdom and folly of the dark 
ages ! Thou knowest the brazen volume by heart ; the 
mysteries of the crucible are thine. With thee the 
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a/u/rum potabUe is cheap as water : wliy endure this tedi- 
ous toil? Will not the magiatrale arcanwra conquer 
every ailment of the human body ? Can aught in the 
shape of disease resist the catholicon? Turn to thy 
vials already filled ; summon Azoth and Astaroth, and, 
giving thyself up to ease, be neighborly with me, O 
Yankee Bombast von Hohenheim ! " 

Counsellor, spare your raillery ; the poor Old Doctor 
is simply preparing a salve to be spread on the strips of 
cloth. A piteous-looking creature, with his face thickly 
swathed, made the kind magician a call, last night, and 
it was nearly morning before he could decide on the 
mixture certain to restore the suppliant. This toil is 
without hope of pecuniary reward ; chide not the gen- 
erous sorcerer. In what is the poet, the painter, the 
musician, his superior ? These are geniuses, and genius 
is but another name for sorcery. 

At last the master of the black art speaks : 

" Cancer can be cured without the knife, and with- 
ont pain." 

How he rolled it out ! He is now ready to sit down 
and talk with you, Tom Gale ; beware ! 

" Well, well, well 1 " sighed the Old Doctor, draw- 
ing on his coat, " we have lived a good while in a good 
many places, and we ought to have learned what every- 
body hasn't the time and sconce to discover. Kero- 
sene, gas, steel pens, envelopes, the telegraph, and the 
steam-engine, all are younger than we, and Nature has 
a shot left in the locker yet. Will the Old Doctor 
find it? we didn't say that. — ^My young friend, the 
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practice of medicine, in general, rises little above the 
level of cruelty to animals. It amounts to about this : 
if the patient has vitality enough to worry through the 
wear of the disease and the tear of the treatment, the 
place that knew him once may know him again. This 
much we grant your representative doctor; it is his 
due, dejure et defactoP 

The tuft on his clun came home again, and the vol- 
ume of sound rolled on : 

" Our friend across the road, Dr. Bounds, had the 
kindness to show us a case of his, about two hours 
ago: convulsions supervening upon strong medicines 
prescribed for tetanus. The cure is very simple ; but, 
when we came to state it, we were looked upon as of 
about as much importance as what Paddy shot at : we 
were nU. Now we can express to you, in farmers* 
phrase, our professional opinion as to the patient's 
chances : we have seen healthier calves die in the 
spring. Well, well, we should say so I What disturbs 
the Old Doctor is, that there have to be so many first- 
class funerals before honest folk find out who is the 
undertaker's friend. What under the sun and moon 
and all the brilliants of the canopy has become of that 
infinitesimal quant/wm, of brain which gives the multi- 
tude of pill-peddlers the advantage over so many heads 
of cabbage? Have you thought how costly the mate- 
rial is that they are carving and dosing at such a mad 
rate ; mixing their powders with the dust of the grave, 
moistening them with sweat tortured from the agonized 
living body, and with the eye-water of widows and 
orphans; sharpening their knives on bleached human 
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bones, or on the stones standing over 'em — ^have you, I 
Bay, given the subject solemn thought ? " 

The speaker rose, and, taking a vial, inhaled a sniff 
of its contents ; then, going close to his listener, he said, 
in hoarse, guttural tones, 

" The devilish meddlers are perpetrating the blun- 
ders of their bastard learning on that magnificent 
being of whom it is said, For Thou hast made him a 
lUtle lower than the angelsJ^ 

The speaker paced up and down the narrow floor. 
It was not quite time for a pitched battle ; he must still 
skirmish. The Old Doctor was under a severe test, 
with Tom Gale's great eyes on him. Did his listener 
anticipate his intentions? Probably he did. Again 
he spurred himself for the fray, and again desisted. 

" Pretty heavy papers," he muttered, resuming his 
seat. " A gay old responsibility hangs on to the skirts 
of your broadcloth doctors. They strut and brag well ; 
but we've seen many a pebble of a disease take 'em 
between the joints of their armor. Should a human 
being howl like a hungry wolf, with acute rheumatism ? 
Should young men and women be hurried to their six- 
by-two quarters by typhoid fever or small-pox ? Good 
God 1 what are doctors for — ^figure-heads at the death- 
worm's carnival ? " 

The shadow was gaining substance, the hair on his 
crown vied with the ambitious spears on his chin ; he 
leered, he laughed a laugh that might have echoed 
from realms below. 

It was now that Tom Gale first felt a weakening 
sensation ; his sight grew hazy, and he fancied that his 
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head made slow, serpentine motions, following the Old 
Doctor's. While he was not snflBksiently influenced to 
prevent an accorate knowledge of what was passing^ 
he found it difficult to return to a normal condition. 
Moreover — a bad symptom — ^he was not wholly inclined 
to make a serious exertion to do so. 

Debating with himself in this misty state, suddenly 
he could only hear and see. What he saw was the 
leer of the " black spider," tenfold more hideous than 
before, drawing nearer and nearer. At length, when 
the great grinning mouth, which had now lost all but 
the remotest resemblance to the Old Doctor's, canle so 
close that he could feel its dreadful breath, the glittering 
eyes turned away ; and, taking his long, bony fingers 
from before the lawyer's forehead, the physician care- 
lessly dropped into his chair. 

At last Tom Gale had been overpowered. This 
brief subjugation was apparently aU the Old Doctor 
desired ; for he continued, as if there had been no break 
in his harangue : 

" What, then, is our proposition ? — ^this : Mam, is a 

The speaker paused. 

" True," was the quiet response. 

" We may say you have studied the subject some- 
what?" 

" Somewhat," came the exasperating echo. 

"Well, well, we will state a second proposition: 
everything below man — animal, vegetable, and mineral 
— is possessed of magnetic properties." 

" Undoubtedly." 
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" Ay, ay ; then the grand law governing the globe 
and all that is in, on, and abont it, in parts and as a 
whole, is what has been termed the ^ law of gravity.' " 

" TJnqnestionably." 

" We shonld say so ; bnt let us see if you will con- 
cur, when, crowding the whole vast subject into the 
shell of a beech nut, we assert that the electric current 
pervading all things, is the genuine, first, last, and only 
cause of that attraction and repulsion oftener named 
health and disease." 

"Ton might have added, happiness and unhappi- 
ness." 

"Amenl" cried the Old Doctor, springing from 
his seat. " Now, then, to go straight to the bull's-eye : 
Mr. Thomas Gale, attorney and counsellor, you turned 
the tip of the crystal on her! " 

" Doctor, I see you have not in vain moved your 
airy circuit round Reichenbach's favorite domain." 

"Circuit round Keichenbach's domain or Eobin 
Hood's bam, there's our proposition, and we have no 
answer." 

" The law, which you apostrophized so eloquently 
when first we met, says you are entitled to none: 
Nemo tenetur prodere seipaum?^ 

The fuse had burned its length, and explosion was 
inevitable. 

"By the Eternal 1" roared the cadaverous physi- 
cian, " there is a court before which you will be com- 
pelled to answer I With all your talent, re-enforced by 
continuous and well-directed study, do you imagine 
that you can escape a clean showing in this matter? 
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Bethink jonrself . Here is one of the most beantifnl 
of women ; so delicate an instrument that the smallest 
forces of Nature play her as the zephyr does an -^olian 
harp. Magnetized by running water, by moving douds, 
by every shrub and plant that grows — ^yes, by every 
rock looking down on her from the sides of these old 
hills; a creature of exquisite health, whose appetite 
rebels against the slightest acid, whose skin glows like 
the inner ^tissue of the flower, whose whole being 
drinks in the pure sunlight as a thirsty man refreshes 
him from the mountain-spring — ^here she is, I say, 
with her God's seal on her, the divinely-recognized 
one, whom you have grappled with the hook that 
fastens itself into the very soul. She is yoursj rash, 
insatiable youth 1 What will you do with her ? " 

The occasion had raised the Old Doctor to a height 
of eloquence surprising both his listener and himself. 
Tom, though deeply moved, still wore the semblance 
of composure. 

"I, too," he said, "can reason, question, suggest, 
advise, reprove, and condemn ; but will the Impossible 
listen to either of us ? Doctor, you have my respect." 
Putting out his hand, he added, " We agree only too 
well. I bid you good-morning." 

As the "black spider" from the rafters of the John 
Adams watched the lawyer step firmly down the stairs, 
he thought, aloud, 

" There's concentration for you — vm/perium in wnr 
perio. Godeyl self-control enough for a Csesar or a 
Napoleon I but we'll hang our diminished head if we 
don't come up with him yet.'* 
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^' Men travel by night, and the destinies travel by night toward 

them." 

As the hour drew near, Tom Gale shrank from 
keeping his appointment with Laura Darley. 

" Beauty is a curse," he soliloquized ; " love, O mis- 
guided poets, is not life — ^it is death I "We must make 
a choice between everything and nothing : to choose 
the one is not to be, to choose the other is to be and to 
suffer. We are either the block supporting the martyr's 
neck, or the martyr himself. A martyr without his 
crown — ^a breast at peace, that am I. Such punish- 
ment as mine should follow only willful wrong, deadly 
sin. "Who can accuse me of that ? But, grant my guilt, 
is there no forgiveness ? Perchance it is a name only, 
a mist of the mind in which men enshroud themselves 
to cheat the soul of its native bitterness. The soul's 
native bitterness : a lamentable truth lies in those words. 
Happiness, if ever possessed, is acquired; its stay is 
brief, and dearly paid for. Have I been even imprudent 
with her that awaits me at this twilight hour ? I can 
not think it. Is there the smallest spot of guile on the 
purity of her conduct toward me ? — a thousand times, 
no ! Again, O sayers of smooth falsities, descend from 
your flight of ecstatic passion to groveling fact : behold 
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one, if creation ever saw such, fitted for the undying 
raptures, the merging of individuality, the drowning 
bliss ye sing of ; then turn to me — ^to miserable me, 
with the mark of Cain, but without his deed — ^to me, 
the keeper of her sweet life. Have I conjured to win 
her unfathomable affection ? Would she have lavished 
it on me had it been in her power to refrain ? Forced 
from her, forced on me, who stands responsible for the 
result? — Did I denounce love? Ay, but were they 
mine, I would give worlds like marbles could I answer 
the heart of Laura Darley 1 " 

The lawyer stopped short in his gloomy meditation ; 
for the darkness lifted a moment as memory recalled 
the trustful, unearthly look seen on his mother's face, 
when, years before, she held him in her arms, a won- 
dering child. 

He was now at the cottage in Maple Grove, where 
Jo was hurriedly harnessing the horses to the family 
carriage. 

" Get in with us, Mr, Gale, and let me explain later." 

There was no appeal from Mr. Darley's earnest 
tones and Laura's terrified countenance ; and in a mo- 
ment the four were riding rapidly northward. Laura 
sat with closed eyes ; not a word had been spoken, when 
suddenly she exclaimed, 

" We shall be too late — ^they have come almost to 
the place ! " 

"Is it not possible that you are deceived, daugh- 
ter ? " asked Mr. Darley. 

" Oh, that I were I Why could we not have be^n 
warned sooner ! " 
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Instantly it flashed on Tom's quick mind that George 
was in peril. 

<< My God I " he sighed ; " in what has that poor boy 
or his mother offended ? '^ 

The stars began to appear, the night breeze blew 
cool from the north, the sparks flew from the hoofs of 
the flying Morgan span ; thirty minutes gone, and a 
Btretch of eight miles lay between them and Queer 
Village, while as many more separated them from the 
base of the fatal peak, Owl's Head. Laura trembled 
violently. 

" Too late ! " she moaned. " They have gone down 
— George and Eock have plunged to the bottom of the 
ravine ! " 

It was a dreadful suspense ; it seemed hours before 
the clau*voyant could continue. At length, again lean- 
ing forward into the night, as if her closed eyes saw, 
and pointing downward, she whispered, 

"George hes wedged between two great rocks. 
Only the force of so terrible a fall and the weight of the 
horse could have driven him into the narrow crevice. 
His head almost touches the shallow stream in the bot- 
tom of the ravine; the horse lies on him, struggling. 
Thank God, he suffers no longer : he is — dead 1 " 

It was now growing lighter ; the horses still held 
their pace, their outstretched necks and streaming 
manes giving them a wild, phantasmal appearance. 

After the terrible words Tom Gale sat rigid, cold as 

stone. 

" How it was possible I can not conceive," again 
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spoke Laura, in a Btrange, far-ofi voice, unlike her 
own ; " but Uncle Dan has sUd down the steep. Out 
of breath " (and she gasps, as she says it, in sympathy 
with the Hercules whose actions she follows), "he 
strives to get beneath the horse, but can not do it with- 
out standing on the lifeless body. See 1 at last he has 
found a way : with bared feet he scales the glassy rock, 
and, clinging to a sapling's root with one hand, with 
the other he lays hold of the pony's neck. Incredible ! 
He has drawn him out, and pushed him o£E into the 
bed of the stream. And now he lifts the precious form, 
so tightly wedged between the rocks, and brings it to 
the bank, where he wraps it in his own coat, and, still 
refusing to give up hope, searches for signs of life." 

" It is too hard to bear," spoke Mr. Darley. 

Tom Gale remained speechless ; no strength of man 
could lift the weight resting on his souL Laura dared 
not turn toward him ; that were even a severer ordeal 
than to look on the terrible death-scene. 

" I can hear him," she whispered — " can hear TJncle 
Dan breathe. The pony being yet alive, he dispatched 
him ; and now, with George folded in his arms, he has 
climbed the side of the ravine, and struck the traiL 
Thunderbolt takes his way down the mountain ; Uncle 
Dan follows, tenderly bearing his burden along the 
lone and rugged path." 

From her intent gaze and absorbed manner, it was 
plain that Laura was following Uncle Dan step by step, 
as with heavy tread he neared the valley. 

"The moon alone," she exclaimed, "could not so 
jshine on that old white head I " 
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" The darkest cypress in the glade 
Lends to the wreath its solemn shade.'' 

A MILE from the main road, not far into the timber 
covering with a dense growth of beech and maple the 
western slope of Owl's Head, our little company 
halted ; for at this point the carriage-way narrows to 
a footpath. The place and hour, independent of the 
dreadful errand, were deeply impressive ; there was 
no sound, far or near, but the occasional screech of 
an owl, and the moan the winds make on the hills at 
night. 

They were not obliged to climb the mountain; 
Unde Dan was close by, and he soon laid his burden 
at the feet of the brother. 

" You saw. it all," he said to Laura ; " did I do my 
duty ? This useless old life saved, and the boy — ^gone 1 
I would not have had it so." 

Jo, the only one present to whom composure was 
possible, was sent to a neighboring farm for another 
vehicle. Tom Gale knelt by the side of his dead 
brother ; not until Jo's return with a light, open wagon, 
did he move. Then he rose, and, helping lift the 
body into it, again took his place beside the dead ; and 
through the lovely landscape, under the golden moon 
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and stars, slowly and silently the brothers rode, the one 
in the other's arms. 

It was past midnight when the body of Gteorge 
Gale was borne into Maple Grove. Agnes, being out 
at the time her family started on their sndden jonmej, 
knew nothing of what had happened nntil their retom. 
Grief was to her so great a stranger, she could not com- 
prehend the dreadful truth ; looking on the dead face, 
placid and beautiful, pressing her own to it and finding 
it cold, calling to the clay of him she loved and receiv- 
ing no reply, still she doubted. Only less brilliant 
than her sister, she was simple-hearted, and sensitive 
as a child ; this ruthless invasion of her quiet home-life 
disordered her delicately-balanced mind. What was 
the wild-beast power that had sprung on her? She 
was astounded, appalled ; reason was dethroned. 

" Laura, do people die so soon ? '* she asked, with 
vacant look. 

However she was answered, again she asked it, and 
again. 

Laura, knowing the healing might of jnusic, said, 

" You remember, Agnes, the song I sang the last 
day we were at the seminary .'' 

" Yes ; it was a sad song. Oh, how many hundreds 
of human beings must have died since those days I As 
we speak, countless dear ones are dying, over the world ; 
before we have done, they will be dead ! " 

Laura, laying her hands on her sister's head, softly 
sang the ballad. When it was ended, Agnes asked, 

" Will you wake me when he comes ? So soon — ^^ 
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Her wandering mind grew stiU, and she slept. 

Laura, kissing her sister's face, which had never 
been turned toward her or another except in kindness, 
almost wished that the blighted one might pass from 
her embrace to the realm where sorrow is not. 

"Her lover is there," she said; "our mother is 
there, and I — ^shall join them soon." 

Folding the sleeper's head closer to her breast, she 
wept ; and fortunate it was that she could weep. The 
man she adored — ^he, too, was watching a sleeper in the 
parlor below; alas, his tears would not start! Laura 
longed to go down to him, but she feared his mood ; 
his mind opening to her at intervals, she saw a defiant 
darkness there from which she recoiled with a shudder. 
For him and for Agnes she wept and prayed. 



XIX. 

'^ I am a little slow of credit, sir, 
In the sinoeritj of women^s actions.** 

As the news of the late disaster spread from house 
to house, there was a common expression of grief in 
Queer Village. Farmers, living some distance out, 
participated in the general sorrow. George had eaten 
apples from their orchards or cheese from their dairies, 
had drunk cider with them; and they remembered 
many a brisk chat with the student from the city, who 
"dropped in" as he was returning from hunting or 
botanical excursions. 

" How han'some-f avored he was 1 " said the good- 
wife. 

"A fine gentleman," echoed her daughter, all 
plumpness and rpsiness, recalling the time when fiirst 
she stood, bashful and blushing, in his presence. 

"And his friends," said another — "bad enough 
they'll feel I " 

"Probably half New York knew him, and will 
mourn for him," added Tabitha Eetchum. 

It is commonly believed that practicality goes hand- 
in-hand with fellow-sympathy in New England; that 
this is true, in certain localities at least, is not to be 
denied, Peter Popup, the sexton — stone-cutter and 
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undertaker as well — ^no sooner received the sad intelli- 
gence than he went to the parsonage for counsel as to 
the propriety of tolling the White Church bell. His 
ardor being cooled by an iceberg breath from the arctic 
pastor, he was not to be deterred from private prepara- 
tions appertaining to his remaining lugubrious offices. 

Without taking even his " ain wife Kate's advice," 
he backed out the old, long, low, dusty, moth-eaten 
hearse that, for twenty years, he had ridden, on occa- 
sion, to the grave-yard under the hill, and brushed it 
thoroughly, not omitting to wash its windows; this 
done, he passed into his shop and repolished an un- 
pretending array of coffins, altogether too long in stock. 
It did not occur to Sexton Popup that the burial might 
take place in town ; so he neither made a selection from 
the marble slabs lying in the rough before his shop, 
nor put any of his rusty chisels to the grindstone. 

The Yankee ability to question is a second well- 
established characteristic ; it does not surpass, however, 
the Yankee readiness to make a decision. From the 
fact that the deceased had been in town a greater part 
of the summer, that he had been frequently seen in 
Laura's company, and that his body now lay in Maple 
Grove, it was generally settled that either Laura and 
he were engaged, or would have been but for the fatal 
accident. Knitting Liza had rendered telling aid in con- 
firming this conclusion ; indeed, Mrs. Wicklebit raised 
perhaps the only dissenting voice. " Laura, long ago, 
set her cap for the ethereal parson, and for no one 
else : " this was Madam Zobeide's opinion, couched in 
her own free-and-easy language. 
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The day before us was a violently red-lettered one 
for the basket and bine-yam beldam. She shnt up her 
pnppies and turned out her chickens at an earlier hour 
than usual, and, with a fresh round on her needles, 
crossed the dewy fields to Queer Green. Her keen 
gray eyes were wide open, her glistening gray puflEs 
were tightly and smoothly dressed ; in short, she was 
trimmed throughout fol* a deal of travel before night, 
and the little brown basket at her side bobbed, as 
she sped over mound and hollow, like a cork on the 
waves. 

A sister in excellent standing, it was at once her 
duty and pleasure to honor her pastor with the first call. 
The reverend gentleman had just seated himself before 
a pile of blank paper, ruled with those wide lines sug- 
gestive of the breadth of sentiment to be filled in be- 
tween, when she gave a sharp rap, like the click of her 
needles, at his study-door. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Wicklebit," said she, catching 
her breath. « Isn't it awful ? " 

"You refer, I suppose, to the demise of the stu- 
dent?" 

"To be sure, Mr. Wicklebit; that purty boy! 
Killed before he had time to say good-by to his friends 
or— or anything else ! " 

" It is indeed deplorable," returned the clergyman, 
settling down into his shirt-collar. " I regret exceed- 
ingly that I never had an opportunity to speak with the 
deceased concerning the welfare of his soul." 

" Oh, dear ! that's the wusst on it all I" 

**Very true, sister. It does not matter so much 
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abont what the departed leaves, as it does about what 
awaits him." 

" Such a nice young man ! Pity — ^pity if, with 
his advantages for guidance, he failed to walk in the 
straight and narrer path ! — Will they have the funeral 
here, s'pose % " 

"As to that I have not heard," answered the 
preacher, slipping his heels up and down in his loose 
shoes, with the strings of which Madam Zobeide's pet 
kitten was innocently busy. 

" I was in hopes you would have a chance to make a 
few wholesome remarks at the Darleys. I tell ye, Mr. 
Wicklebit," continued his visitor, quickening the motion 
of her steel instruments, " things have come to a sorry 
pass ; nevertheless, justice is on its way. It hasn't struck 
square in the face of the Darley family yet, but it has 
come dreffle close. For years them that has had to do 
with 'em hasn't prospered. Take, for instance, that 
merchant, rich as he could be, who come up, two sum- 
mers ago, courtin' Lorry — what did he do but go home 
and swaller pison ? Of course, it isn't right to be tew 
positive " (long i in last syllable), " but I feel sartain 
that, if the young gentleman jest dead had never come 
nigh the Darleys, he would be alive and well this 
blessed minute 1 " 

" The supposition is perhaps warranted by the fact 
that the deceased was riding Miss Laura's pony at the 
time of the accident." 

" There it is I What did I tell ye? I knew it- 
felt it in my bones I That same pony, you remember, 
next thing to killed Lorry herself, once. Mark my 
7 
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words, Mr. "Wicklebit, this is only the beginnin' of evils 
for 'em all round. I have warned and warned and 
warned, but it don't do no good." 

" Well, personally, I can say that I have done all I 
could see of my duty toward the Darleys, though I can 
not say that success has attended every effort ; perhaps 
this affiction will prepare the ground for a visitation of 
divine grace." 

The cunning old vixen saw that her words were 
producing the effect intended, and, inspirited by success, 
she continued : 

" That same Lorry is as much possessed of evil sper- 
its as ever Mary Magdelene was. I should hate terribly 
to have the whole kit of 'em cast out and entered into 
my shotes ; that I would, Mr. Wicklebit. Perhaps I 
hadn't ought to say so much, but I believe in plain, 
open, fair dealing. It r'iles me — ^I can't help it — ^to see 
sich wickedness go unpxmished. I hope it ain't wrong 
jest to hint to you that, if they do have any exercises 
here, it will be a first-rate chance to make a few re- 
marks to the p'int." 

Crafty Liza had done her erran.d, and, seeing that 
her pastor was anxious to begin work, she made a most 
reverential exit, and repaired to pastures new. 

The Eev. Xenos Wicklebit, having, in a measure, 
anticipated Sister Pringle (she was so addressed at 
social meetings), her coming strengthened him in the 
holding of his preconceived course. He did not know 
the first thing about the young man ; how would he 
speak of him ? It was in solving such problems that 
the clergymwD^& remarkable ability found opportunity 
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to display itself; and he immediatelj arranged his 
headings. 

The young man was dead ; nothing need be said to 
him directly. There would be those about his en- 
shrouded remains that were aKve : everything must be 
addressed to them. True, a word should be said comr 
ceming the deceased; and inasmuch as nothing was 
known against him, enough redounding to his credit 
might be rightfully presumed. Then the supposed 
merits of the deceased must be contrasted with the de- 
merits of his Queer Village friends, with which, alas ! 
the clergyman was only too familiar. In his youth and 
beauty the departed must be pictured as having been 
kindly removed by Eternal "Wisdom from dangerous 
association. 

Accordingly, the first two lines of the wide-ruled 
paper squared in front of the preacher were inked in a 
trembling hand with the words, 

^' Our 80vl is escaped as a hi/rd out of the snare of 
the fowlers : the snare is hroJcerij ami we are escaped^ 



XX. 

"... His mind fastens 
On twenty several objects, whioh confound 
Deep sense with foUj." 

"While the Eev. Xenos Wicklebit sat penning his 
contingent discourse, Mr. Cummings was walking arm 
in arm with Tom Gale among the changing maples of 
the Grove, inspiring him with patience, courage, and 
strength. In so doing, it will be seen he was only an- 
ticipating the design of the Old Doctor, whom he 
found at the cottage on their return. 

Agnes continuing in a critical condition, the physi- 
cian had been summoned. 

" We would advise," said he, " that Miss Laura keep 
the sister in the deep sleep, and we will prescribe at 
twelve o'clock. — ^Parson, good-morning" (turning to 
the clergyman as he entered). "Animal magnetism is 
the grand, ever-present, impersonal mediator; that 
much information is ventured as a seasoning to our 
honest greeting. Miss Laura's influence is just right, 
flowing out of a heart pure as the water of the rock. 
Permit emanations from a bad source to reach that 
young woman's brain, and she would wake wild as a 
loon. Does that mean anything or not ? It was our 
t^t of—- J5ut, parson, let's enjoy a little leisurely per- 
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ambulation, until the friends again have need of us. — 
Thee need not fear for Agnes," said the physician to 
Laura, aside. " Thy servant, the Old Doctor, has seen 
the bow of promise. If thee can follow Mr. Gale on 
his way to the station to receive his mother, thee will see 
a change for the better in him, also. — Friend Darley 
has given us a review of Unde Dan's part in the trag- 
edy," resumed the Old Doctor, as he and Mr. Cum- 
mings strolled toward town. 

" I never look on the old giant without awe," re- 
turned the other ; "no less was to be expected of him." 

" But Miss Lau]:a eclipsed him by completely cap- 
sizing the ancient, full-sail dictum that a body can't be 
in two places at once. "Wonder how long it will take 
such fossil functionaries as Father Wicklebit to get 
their eyes propped open to some of these things % That 
was a wonderful exhibition of the elasticity of vision — 
hey, parson ? " 

" Were it not better to say a marvelous exhibition 
of the power of the invisibles surrounding us % " 

"More poetry than practicality there, I'm afraid. 
When we are compelled to choose between the antlers 
of the muddle, we naturally seize the one with the knob 
on. Until we are positive that all the possibilities of 
the mind m corpero have been exhausted, we don't travel 
for explanations of what it can do when once escaped 
to the bourn friend Shakespeare says we haven't the 
particulars of. Now, angels and diseases ai*e two dis- 
tinct things on the face of it ; but there are instances, 
not a few, where they have been most gloriously con- 
founded. The wings of angels have likewise been em- 
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broidered with laurels won by excellent physical health. 
The proceeding is hardly just. The odds are, that 
cherubim and seraphim, etc., have too much business 
of their own, to honor us with their attention before 
the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl be broken. 
No, parson, let us roost at home until the mother perch 
gives way ; then we'll take the air, and flutter for't." 

The clergyman, not caring to involve himself in a 
discussion, made no response. Again, merely to keep 
pace with the Old Doctor's intellectual joumeyings was 
exercise enough. 

" But, as we were saying," he went on, " Uncle Dan 
— Godey 1 muscle ad libitum^ nerve ad infinitum^ 
Hercules resurrected, Milo Americanized and at work 
under your very nose I Parson, that old hero ought to 
have a pension from these United States for a half- 
century's incessant and unremunerated serving of hu- 
manity at large : that is our proposition, and we stand 
ready to stake a red apple on its propriety and invin- 
cibleness. When he comes to take himself off to the 
happy hunting-ground, there will be a precipitous scat- 
tering of the copper angels ; and when he pushes on 
another sphere to the white man's paradise, if he don't 
first knock those hob-nails out of his boot-heels they'll 
make havoc with the pearly floors. Daniel of the lion's 
den and Daniel of Devil's Gorge — I reckon it will be 
which and t'other with 'em at Judgment." 

The clergyman smiled, but would not be drawn out. 

"Well, well, we don't propose to sport with this 

affair of the afterward ; we are apt to whistle loud and 

long when there is nothing on the track. Truth iSj^ the 
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death of our young friend has come home to the Old 
Doctor, as well as to the rest. The last advice we gave 
him was, ' Young man, if you are going to master disease, 
study the Od.' Many a poor fellow has hoisted sail on 
the black waters of Styx under worse winds of doc- 
trine. Parson," cried the speaker, suddenly rousing, 
" George Gale is in Heaven ; God will take care of him. 
Thomas Gale is in Hell ; we must see to him, or the 
devil will 1 Now we have come back to our legitimate 
mutton : 

" Primo. We cure diseases of the mind. 

" Secundo. We do not extend our phylacteries to the 
soul. There's the diflEerence 'twixt tweedle-dum and 
tweedle-dee. In our youth we undertook to write a 
tract on the * Existence of Angels,' when, accidentally 
recalling the fact that the writer was seven eighths mill- 
pond, we concluded the result would be too weak a 
solution. A man can't change the yard-stick by stand- 
ing on his tip-toes ; you can't get a pint and a gill into 
a pint cup. Our specialty is the carcass, parson ; there 
we plant ourselves, and there flourish so long as we take 
care not to run root or sprout over, through, or under 
the fence between us and our spiritual neighbor. Par- 
son, where we stop is your starting-point. Verbumj 
and so forth." 

The clergyman signified his acceptance by a nod of 
the head, while, swinging from side to side on his cane 
— which, braced behind with both hands, could not 
have been the most comfortable of supports — the speo- 
tral speaker continued : 

"Well, well, now you are as well aware as we of 
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the elevation of the quonker Buspended between Mr. 
Thomas Gale and Mibs Laura Darley. Precisely ; we 
should say so 1 K this bird saved the city on her seven 
hills, hafin't she cackle enough left to bring us to the 
rescue of the Queen of Queer Village ? "We take the 
affirmative ; but what is the modus opercmdi f Though 
Thomas Gale has the front of Jupiter, behind it is the 

uprightness of Marcus A : on this last peg we hang 

our hope. He is the most magnificent man-magnet in 
America I We hold some claims in that quarter our- 
selves ; but the lawyer, with a little training, would dis- 
count us. We are so like in our electricities we can't 
transact ordinary business together without a fight with 
first principles. We have studied our man and know 
him. He is a fortress of strength and splendor, a fit 
refuge for the most loving and beautiful of women; 
but over his shining gates is written, ^ Ye can not enter 
here I ' They must be stormed, parson, and Laura Dar- 
ley ushered in." 

The speaker's voice and gesticulation came down 
together, while his goatee leaped to the height they 
left. 

" Yes, parson, she is potter's clay in his hands, what- 
ever she may be in yours or mine, or in an unborn third 
party's." 

The Rev. Cummings winced perceptibly. 

" Does he recognize me ? " thought the Old Doctor, 
mistaking the cause of the clergyman's agitation. " It 
can not be " ; and he proceeded : " May we have a say 
as to the shape he shall mold her ? — ^that's the question. 
We msLj ; that's the answer. As much of the case as 
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lies within our jurisdiction we will attend to ; what lies 
over the border, parson, is yonr lookout." 

" If I rightly understand, Doctor, your opinion, in a 
word, is that, unless Mr. Gale comes to love Miss Laura, 
the cbnsequenies will be serious to both ; especially, or 
more immediately so, to Miss Laura." 

" You've hit it ; we couldn't put it better ourselves." 

" But it would seem that, in accordance with the 
benevolent as well as beautiful law, the workings of 
which have been so admirably illustrated by the associ- 
ation of these two young folk, they must love each 
other. Is Omnipotence to be cozened ? " 

" Hold, parson ! there's a skip ; the cart has the start 
of the horse. It will be necessary to go back and set- 
tle our premises, or our conclusions won't be worth a 
contingent interest in a last year's woodchuck-hole. 
The lawyer's mind and body — these two component 
powers, have acted; the 'third and mightiest has not 
moved. The soul of Thomas Gale is benumbed; it 
needs instant treatment, and we haven't the medicine. 
Parson, you must uncork the vials of mercy." 

"I have already made the attempt," replied the 
other, " with, I trust, partial success." 

" We surmised as much ; so far, so good. The young 
man is not to be censured. "Were we addressing a jury 
instead of a minister of the gospel, we would declare 
our readiness to stake our salvation on the proposition 
that his peculiarity is congenital. The mother comes 
to-night. Now, by hook or by crook, before she gets 
away she must be induced to confirm or deny our 
theory. A minister for a woman; parson, to the 
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front 1 Our gallantry, if ever we had any, is ncn est. 
— Godey 1 ' what a power for good lies dormant in a 
man I ' The lawyer battles hard, armed partially as he 
is; think what he could do with the full use of the 
chief and all-glorious weapon of our kind, now rusting 
in its scabbard 1 The very pith of his force is, as the 
philosophers put it, ^ latent.' Until it can be made use 
of, the wormwood and the gall in the hymn-books are 
honey to the bitterness of his life, and to the — ^lif e — of 
— ^another! Egypt sat three days in darkness; he 
walks continually in darkness so much thicker that 
others grope blindly when in his presence. Strike a 
light, parson I this done, the benighted man will burst 
into a splendor that will put us to our heels for green 
goggles:" 

" Few have stronger faith than I," spoke the other ; 
" but it is impossible to avoid a constant feeling that 
ours is a desperate undertaking." 

"By the Eternal! good friend, love is a serious 
matter to manage or to be managed by. To cope with 
it, youVe got to go to the bottom of the basket, and 
be right quick about it. Like the wood-bird, it don't 
use the same nest twice. Once on its wing, it never 
comes back. We can't control its coming or its going, 
but we can see to it that the road is in repair. Per- 
haps you are saying to yourself, * Is a matter of love, 
after all, strictly in the Old Doctor's line of business ? ' 
Were it not, we wouldn't say so ; we much prefer, 
when possible, to take the hot end of a poker by proxy." 

The speaker laid his hand on his comrade's shoulder, 
a 6erce expression animating his lean features : 
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" One of the medical authorities of a sister country 
declares, in so many words, that one quarter of his 
patients die of ^irdken, heart. My God! the Old 
Doctor is drwen, to take part. Let Thomas Gale, Esq., 
go back to his law-practice, forsaking this young 
woman, and you'll stand by her grave before the next 
start of the daisies 1 " 

The Old Doctor delighted in firing at random ; it 
pleased him to riddle a wide space round the target, 
but he seldom failed to send one shot into the centre. 
The Kev. Cummings, not altogether a stranger to his 
theory, could not but be influenced by his homely, dis- 
jointed oracles. He had already, as has been seen, 
taken preliminary steps toward freeing his rival from 
painful darkness of soul. 

" He shall not forsake her," he answered the physi- 
cian, emphatically. 

" That's practical ; our position exactly. And, par- 
son " (it was added in a half -whisper, betokening per- 
fect confidence), " we won't dot our ^'s and cross our 
^s without making a page of it." 

After many stops and turns the philanthropists now 
found themselves once more at Maple Grove. The 
special point of their conference disposed of, the Old 
Doctor came forward with unabated zeal to present a 
few general observations. 

" Say you," he began, " ' So far as the laws of mag- 
netism affect things material, I agree ; but that they 
hold good in matters spiritual is not so plain.' "We 
answer, from the coarsest matter to the invisible essence 
the chain passes unbroken. We take the ground, after 
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long experience, that what is called electricity — ^modi- 
fied dd injmitum^ but always the same inscrutable and 
all-potent force — ^is, in one or another of its forms or 
conditions, the principle of life. Look at it ! What 
does demagnetized mean when applied to an animal ? 
Simply — dead. The presence of magnetism is the test 
of the living structure ; only dead matter ceases to 
receive and generate this mysterious property." 

" Then you would say that the diflFerent classes or 
stages or developments of animal magnetism run into 
one another so imperceptibly that somnambulism, for 
instance, may take its secret, unresisted way upward 
through clairvoyance (and perhaps other intermediate 
stages), until it reaches prevision, prophecy. Is that 
the theory ? " 

"Why not? The electric currents of the body and 
of the soul — if you can distinguish between them — meet 
as do the skin and the mucous membrane. We have 
two names ; but, if two things, where does the first end 
and the second begin ?" 

"Jtfodern spiritualism — " 

"Beg pardon, parson; modem or ancient, it's all 
the same so far as relates to our present discussion. 
Spiritualism is an interloper; and, whatever of truth it 
embodies, is, for our purpose, neither here nor there. 
We don't deny the ability of disembodied spirits to 
influence flesh and blood ; but, when we come to speak 
of the probabilities, such an occurrence does not seem 
very near. The trouble with the spiritualists is, that 
they stand on the very thing they are trying to reach 
xq> to. Exhaust the capacity of the spirit in the body 
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before tackling one that has got out of it ; in brief, be- 
gin right end first. Establish the fact, I say, that noth- 
ing more can be done by the spirit resident in the flesh, 
then we'll hear you talk about the mysteries from afar. 
Put the human clean out of the way before you admit 
the angel. — ^Well, well, we are doing a deal of talking 
for men that should be at work. Fifteen minutes more 
of sailing at this rate, and we'll be out of soundings. 
There is very little fat in these dinners of west wind. 
Often, as we think about it soberly, the ^ shell of the 
flown bird ' is heavy papers enough for us, individu- 
ally. The shell with the bird intact — ^that is heavier 
still, by more than the weight of a huckleberry ; while, 
to chase the bird when once it has taken wing — We 
must to Lady Agnes. 

" We meant to say to you before, that Laura's sleep 
was the result of exhaustion combined with the mes- 
merism of Thomas Gale. Instead of being a damage, 
in my opinion it saved the damsel, temporarily, from 
a fit of sickness — something I still fear. She will 
never die because of the young man's presence ; his 
absence might truly have that sad effect. We under- 
stand each other, parson. No bell on the cat, now, 
and the mouse is ours." 

A most complicated flourish of his cane, a smile that 
was about an even mixture of kindliness and ghastliness, 
and the doctor of the body strode rapidly away from 
the doctor of the soul. 



XXI. 

^^ Come, then, pure hands, and bear the head 
That sleeps or wears the mask of sleep.'' 

It was night when Mrs. Oale arrived at Maple 
Grove, where the hush of death was broken only by 
occasional low-spoken words of the watchers. In her 
was plainly to be seen the source of the self-control 
distinguishing the character of her son Tom. Profes- 
sional training had contributed to her gracious mien, 
while without it reserved strength of intellect, and 
loftiness of spirit could not fail to establish the wom- 
an's inherent superiority. 

As she stood looking down on her dead boy, Laura 
thought she had never before seen a face of equal 
sweetness and sublimity. Instinctively they drew to- 
ward each other. 

"When Mrs. Gale came to Agnes's bedside, before 
her lay, unconscious, the beautiful young woman of her 
lost boy's love. Kneeling, she kissed her forehead, 
murmuring, "Ah, my poor dear girl, the north-wind 
will find the heart of the flower 1 " 

As if roused by the words, Agnes opened her eyes, 
which fell at once on her sister and on the stranger. 

Gazing inquiringly a moment, she lifted a hand to 
each; reason had returned. As the bereaved mother 
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bent over the sisters, the maternal yearning gushed afresh 
from her soul, and, raising her eyes from their faces 
pressed together — ^neither of which could she say was 
the lovelier — she spoke for the hearing of Him to 
whom desire is as language : 

" Are these, then, my children, in the place of him 
Thou hast taken away ? " 

She was impressed with the extent of Tom's in- 
fluence over Laura. He had said little about it, but, 
with her intimate knowledge of his character, enough. 
Tom — ^thought of him brought sharper pain than the 
arrow of death. Happily, Agnes broke the silence : 

" I know you, madam ; I see his face again in yours. 
All returns to me, now ; you have come for the body of 
your son. Pray let me speak, though — ^" 

" Speak to me, child, as to your mother. Give me 
the thought next your heart ; for you are too weak to 
talk long." 

" But I have so many things to say." 

" Another time, dear, and I will hear all. Perhaps, 
George's last letter (I have it with me) informs me of 
much you would otherwise desire to mention." 

" I was unworthy of it," continued Agnes, after a 
little. " I beg your pardon for intruding my sorrows 
on your own. I— j-I loved him; that is my excuse. 
One favor — " 

" Ask it, child." Agnes opened wide her blue eyes, 
fixed them imploringly on those of the mother, plead- 
ing equally with them and with her faltering voice, 
which said, " Bury him here, near the spot where our 
mother lies." 
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The woman whose affection had been bruised, be- 
numbed^ at these words once more received the young 
love into her heart : as Agnes loved, again she loved. 

It was decided to bury the body in Queer Tillage, 
and in accordance with Agnes's wishes they laid it away 
beneath the tall, hemlock-crowned peak, while the sun 
was shedding its last beams, and all Nature manifest- 
ing appreciation ; hushed winds, subdued light, deep 
shadows, accompanying the many mourners with a gen- 
tleness and pity of their own. 

Kev. Wicklebit did not conduct the funeral serv- 
ices ; moreover, by some mysterious process, he discov- 
ered that his aid was not indispensable. Indeed, he 
became satisfied that his wayward brother had actual 
excellence, genuine Christian goodness in his rebel's 
heart, and that his remarks and prayer befitted the occa- 
sion and became the man of God. 



XXII. 

"... in his lair 
Fixed Passion holds his breath until the hoar 
Which shall atone for years." 

The dead buried, duty pointed, now, toward the 
living ; and the physicians were again in council. 

" Parson, there are bigger fools than we, after all," 
remarked the one whose language will at once settle 
his gaunt identity. " The sight of Mrs. Gale caused the 
Old Doctor to renew his youth like the eagle. We ad- 
vanced as if positive of victory, and it wouldn't be sur- 
prising if the good woman fancied some twenty or 
thirty Kichards in the field. When we came to the 
grand charge, she succumbed gracefully and confided 
in us. So, you see, we caught your fish, and it is for 
you to reciprocate by bagging our game." 

"Oddly enough, I have already done it," replied 
the other. 

" Well, well, amen I We'll take the floor first. To 
begin with, a boy with such a mother as Thomas Gale 
has deserves no special credit for being somebody. 
Godey 1 he can't help it. It's just as hard to gather 
thistles of figs as it is to pluck figs of thistles. The boy 
18 a master db uteroP 
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" But to our special errand. Fact of the matter ifl, 
the good ladj was so abominably maltreated by a hot- 
blooded husband (she didn't say this, but we do) that 
for some months previous to the birth of the twins she 
resolved, with her terrible will as a support, never 
again to love a human being ; she shut np shop against 
mankind. This scrap of information being what we 
were after, we adjourned. — ^Parson, do you recall my 
offering to swear to the congenital fact ? The evidence 
is in, and we rest our case." 

" But, Doctor, what about George ? Why was not 
the genial twin cursed with the same inborn malady or 
defect \ " 

"Parson" — here the chin-whisk sprang and quiv- 
ered as if every hair were a steel wire — " parson, do 
you see this little finger? Well, now, why didn't it 
grow as long as the next one to it ? They started out 
together, and we haven't coaxed either of 'em ; never- 
theless, there they are with a good inch of difference 
in length. It's our modest observation that, when a 
man pokes his nose into Nature's affairs too far, he gets 
it snubbed. We have made our point, and propose to 
spare ourselves the inconvenience that might ensue on 
further scrutiny. Nothing like quitting when you're 
through. Now, may it please your grace, what report 
from friend Darley ? " 

" It is, in short, that his mother possessed something 
of the same occult powers manifested by her grand- 
daughter Laura." 

" Take a breath, parson," cried the Old Doctor, 
iJoHiishing his cane, " and watch the cat jump ; she's 
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clean out of the bag, and in five minutes more will be 
halfway to the Feejee Islands." 

" But the grandmother was never troubled by her 
strange gifts. She was a contented and happy woman 
all her days." 

" Which, being interpreted, means just this : she 
waa susceptible only in a limited degree to the influ- 
ences in question ; to put it flat-footed, she was infe- 
rior, comparatively xmdeveloped. Again, the fiat that 
she must be pitted, in her tender youth, against the 
fiower of the army of death, never went forth." 

The physicians stood a moment in thoughtful si- 
lence, when the authority on afflictions of the flesh 
spoke : 

" The battle is with Thomas Gale, and we have the 
heavy guns. If we don't capture him, munition, mules 
and all, the Old Doctor will fly his flag at half-mast the 
remainder of his cruise on the waters of disappoint- 
ment." 

Mrs. Gale was still in Maple Grove, delaying not 
only for Agnes's recovery, but for Tom's. Having 
joined the two professional benefactors in their equally 
difficult and generous design, she rendered them in- 
valuable assistance. The time that, in his childhood, 
she foresaw would sooner or later overtake her ill- 
starred boy, was come. The prayers and benedictions 
of his mother, the gentle tuition of the Kev. Cum- 
mings, the silent, sad beseeching of Laura's face, paler 
at every set of sun — ^these mighty agencies of good 
worked, increasingly in the breast of Tom Gale up to 
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the night we now find him alone with the mistress of 
his destiny. 

Yes, it is she, it is Laura Darley ; but how changed 1 
Beauty has not forsaken her — ^indeed, her eyes are more 
lustrous than ever— but the color has gone from her 
cheeks. 

Leaning on the piano, which she is unable longer to 
waken with firm, passionate grasp, she is saying to him 
she loves, 

" Could I have prevented it, you would never have 
known one sorrow of mine ; to support your own bur- 
dens were more than enough for the strongest and 
bravest man. But now that I can not conceal my suffe^. 
ing, I confess it. Know, however, that with my sorrow 
comes a power stronger than itself, a happiness that, 
but for the tortures eating at your life, dearer to me 
than my own, would almost make me forget it. 

" My friend of friends, the hour of release shall 
come to you ; the one law of the universe must pre- 
vail: the sorrow, the agony I have caused yon shall 
turn to joy. How or when this .shall be is not for me 
to know. 

"As for myseK, in the estimation of those that 
think lightly, my short life will have been spent in vain; 
not so. Believe, rather, that it has already gathered its 
meed of imperishable treasure. Have I not received 
my full desert? The woman permitted to love with 
her whole being, perhaps should desire no more." 

As she uttered these words, Tom Gale could with 
difficulty persuade himself that she was a creature of 
earth. For an instant he thought, " At last I am able 
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to answer her ! " but the treacherous strength went from 
him. Laura, witnessing the strife within him, con- 
tinued : 

"It was my momentary hope, the imposition of 
weak nature, that you would be the stay of my life. 
Of itself it can not stand; for time, then, not for 
eternity, I must resignedly behold its fall. It was that 
hope, against reason and the conviction of years, which 
gave you the power to induce the long sleep. Loving 
you I could not avoid ; giving you that physical as well 
as mental influence over me, I could have resistfed. 
When I woke, again I summoned the secret resources 
that have ever been at my command. You do not for- 
get our evening walk through the Grove: are those 
agencies of evil ? No — no, they are a part of my life, 
they are my life ; God, infinite in goodness, so created 
me. 

" I asked it that night, I ask it once more : come, not 
to see me die, but, for your own soul's sake, to be pres- 
ent at my burial. Something tells me that I am yet to 
be nearer to you. It may be that my lips shall plead 
more eloquently when they are dumb, and that my hand, 
which now may not rest in yours, you will reach toward 
and press passionately when it lies lifeless — cold. This 
trust buoys me as I am about to embark on the dark 
waters rolling between us and the echoless shore." 

A cry of agony went up from Tom Gale's soul. 
Oh, that his lips might free his chained and bleeding 
heart I They refused. 

" I do not suffer bodily," continued Laura, in a voice, 
sounding, as once before, immeasurably distant ^ " m^ 
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life wastes painlessly. Knowing you would never again 
hear me called beautiful, I timely procured my picture 
for you. It is sealed in this little box, which in after 
years you will open, to receive its message." 

All things about him swam before the eyes of Tom 
Gale, his hands grew only less cold than those of his 
brother in the grave ; while in his brain a raging fire 
burned fierce and fiercer, hurrying him on to madness. 
Clinching his bloodless fingers into the cushion on 
which he sat, he glared at the object of his devotion 
with a stare that betrayed the devils within him tearing 
their way outward. It was well that Laura, her head 
buried in her hands, did not see him; the man she 
loved, adored, had become unrecognizable. 

Writhing in his place, he held himself there by 
main force, his eyes fixed on her. It was now that 
Laura's fingers mechanically sought the piano-keys. 
Tone by tone — heart-beats that, but for music, would 
have no language; tone by tone knelling down and 
down into the abysm of despair — so into her favorite in- 
strument poured the longings of Laura Parley's soul. 
Dying — dying, Tom Gale heard the last failing tremors 
sink away: his lips moved — he spoke. That voice! 
With the words, " Mine — mine 1 " ringing in her ears, 
she fell back senseless against the breast in which, 
with violent pulse, now throbbed the heart of love. 



xxin. 

'* For Fate with jealous eye does see 

Two perfect loves, nor lets them close ; 
Their anion would her ruin he, 
And her tyrannic power depose." 

The Old Doctor, with characteristic lamenting, sud- 
denly left Queer Village. 

" A small bird tells us we shall be wanted," he said 
to the landlord when about starting. "Back in just 
four days, uncle ; let's wet our lips on it, so we sha'n't 
forget." 

The glasses came together, and the next moment 
the physician availed himself of that exalted accommo- 
dation, a seat on the stage-top. 

When Eanz Caper, the driver, returned, he saluted 
Uncle Dan with, " That's a duck of a doctor, going one 
way and all the time wanting to go t'other 1 Who 
might he be, anyhow ? I'll be blessed, but he's posted 
on bosses ! If Prince, or Pont, or Jennie Lee, or Lady 
Gray get sick, I will make straight tracks for his office." 

" Where did you leave him ? " 

" 'Side the road, pulling weeds." 

" Where did you understand he was going ? " 

" Understand ? Why, the devil couldn't make head 
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or tail of him I A queer old chick, but he's cut his eye- 
teeth, uncle," he added, with his favorite whip-crack 
gesture ; " you can just settle back into the breechin' on 
that." 

The Old Doctor was not far on his journey when 
Laura woke from troubled sleep, with symptoms of the 
deadly fever that sometimes ravages New England in 
the fall season. Disease, hitherto unable to approach, 
was now making a successful assault upon her, and Dr. 
Hounds was called. 

The village doctor was an average country practi- 
tioner of the old school ; perhaps more than that. He 
had lost many cases of typhoid fever, but the disease 
was one supposed often to baffle the most judicions 
treatment. He watched the present case with much 
soKcitude ; for he took a lively interest in the family, 
and was naturally more anxious about his reputation 
since the advent of a formidable rival. Soon, however, 
having plied the tried remedies, and found them pow- 
erless, he would, if possible, have hastened the promised 
fourth day, when the Old Doctor should return. 

No patient could have better nursing. Invaluable 
amotig the attendants was Tom Gale ; day and night he 
remained at the bedside. Bemembering the Old Doe- 
tor's words, ^'Whatever else be employed, magnetism 
first, last, and always," at frequent intervals he brought 
the beloved sufferer comfort through its instrumentality. 
Though no novice in the working of electric f orce^ he 
ran a fearful risk. He could not counsel with Dr. 
Hounds, for he would forbid the treatment; but, en- 
couraged by Mr. Darley and his mother, and pushed 
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to desperation by tlie patient's increasing distress, he 
regularly induced the magnetic sleep. 

Laura knew that he loved her : this would be his 
consolation should she die. The return of The Old 
Doctor — on that rested the one hope of her recovery. 
After all he had recently endured, it was impossible 
even for his vitality long to withstand the continued 
strain on both mind and body. The eyes that but a few 
honrs before looked unspeakable love into his own, now 
stared fixedly, the dilated pupils refusing to contract 
in the strongest light. They were continually implor- 
ing him ; and, face to face with despair, prayerfully he 
summoned the ever-mysterious, ever-blessed visitation 
of sleep, until at last his strength abandoned him. He 
did not leave the bedside, but his power was gone. 

The one hope remained. It was now the afternoon 
of the fourth day ; the attending physician despaired, 
bnt The Old Doctor might yet come. If he redeemed 
his promise, Laura might live. Messengers were dis- 
patched to meet him and hasten his coming. Queer 
Village was not indifferent; the few that had made 
Laura Darley the subject of disparaging comments, could 
not withhold their sympathy, now that she lay dying. 
iKnitting Liza had enough respect for the general com- 
miseration not to exhibit her dwarfed and weasel-like 
person on the Green. Mrs. Zobeide Wicklebit, though 
incapable of profound sorrow, was eminently consider- 
ate; for three days she deserted plants, novels, cats, 
canary-birds, spouse and all, to busy herself in Darley 
Cottage, making Agnes her special charge. 

It was getting dusk, and faces could be seen at doors 
8 
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and windows in the village, watching for The Old Doc- 
tor. Tom Gale, pale and haggard, for the thousandth 
time strained his blood-shot eyes up and down the 
cross-road. At last, the tall, thin figure of a man on 
a horse, the color of which was indistinguishable be- 
cause of its covering of foam and of the swiftness with 
which it sped, swept through the village, down past the 
White Church, and turned in at Maple Grove. The 
Old Doctor had come I 

" None too early. Doctor," said Mr. Darley. 

" If the young woman has still the breath of lif e,'* 
panted the other, "we are not too late ! "We must first 
see Thomas Gale." 

Tom was hurried into his presence, when at a glance 
he read in his countenance the record of his change. 
" You have saved her from worse than death," he said, 
with deep feeling ; " it remains for us to save her from 
death." 

Once more he that has been dubbed the " Shadow," 
the " Spider," stands by the bed of disease, the battle- 
ground of life and death. 

"The regular treatment, we suppose?" he says 
huskily to Dr. Eounds. The latter nodding assent, 
" And the fourth day I " he hisses. Calling for a pint 
of brandy, and drinking half of it as if it were water, 
he removes his unnecessary clothing and b^ns tOv 
make slow downward passes from the patient's head 
to her feet. From the spectral physician emanates a 
positiveness that takes possession of the anxious ones 
watching his every motion. 
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Two hours pass, bringing no change ; four hours 
more, and still the strained eyes stare painfully wide. 
Without interruption, the healer continues his steady, 
tedious motions. " Brandy 1 " again he whispers 
hoarsely ; it is brought, and he drains the bottle. The 
fifth hour I it is all but gone — the eyelids of the dying 
girl come slowly together — she sleeps. 

Tom Gale, grasping the physician's trembling hand, 
kneels at his feet. Once more that smile, indebted 
ahke to saint and devil, passes slowly over, the cadaver- 
ous features of The Old Doctor, and he leaves the room 
for an hour's slumber in the open sun. 



XXIV. 

" Some men have an interior voice to which they listen. Snch 
men seem absent-minded ; no, they are attentive.'' 

Jo, the quiet, the diminutive, the decrepit, the 
round-chopped, never idle, though seldom accomplish- 
ing much, is at present in a state of deplorable bewit 
derment ; sucked into the maelstrom of dire events, he 
is revolving with shocking velocity. BUs wits, predis- 
posed to complication, are now hopelessly entangled. 

To murmur at his lot not being among Jo's short- 
comings, an exceptional soliloquy is noteworthy. He 
is " doing the chores." 

" Conf eound it ! Everything in its place, and a place 
in everything ; where'n tunket's the shovel ? I can't 
keep the run o' things ; sich tamal cuttin's-up, nothin' 
'11 stay to rights. I had rather gi'n the best dollar-bill 
that ever were published than bed tbat feller lose bis 
pelt up thar in the mounting. I never were so con- 
samed crucified about any little coincidence before, in 
all my bom days ! — 

" So, there — so, you durned old rip ! " — ^here a gen- 
erous thump on the cow's back with the recovered 
shovel — ^^ Git reound, thar, I tell ye 1 Wished Uncle 
Dan had a holt o' you : he'd start the blood a-squllpin 
jTght eout o' your nost'ils ! " 
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Jo had a violent temper, but fortunately he was so 
slow to anger that perhaps he never discovered it ; sev- 
eral hours of the old-time Indian fighting serving only 
to warm his blood. 

" Thar's that chicken ag'in," he continued, " with 
its f edders all turned t'other way. Tears to me it would 
amount to a religious idee if thet limber-j'inted doc- 
tor from nowhere would rub it deown a leetle. Ef he 
don't, why I shall ket its head off to save its life, that's 
all. — I dun know ; The Old Doctor may be a purty de- 
cent sort of a critter, arter all. 'Tain't fair to backslide 
a man behind his back : that wam't the bringin's-up 
way deown in Maine. The old rack-a-bones is sartingly 
a astonishment, no dodgin' it; his doin's reminds me 
of the raisin' of Barabbas, brother to Mary Magellan. 

"Hello 1 there floots that flitterskin. Miss Wicklem- 
bittle ; she's goin' to purr reound the amblin' skeleton 
while he's a-sleepin'. The frisky varmint I she'd cluck 
to a corpse jest to keep her clack in practice." 

While Jo stood watching through a crack in the 
barnyard fence. The Old Doctor, struggling out of his 
primitive bed of boards and skins, remarked, ^'Buhmltua 
— Godey 1 they don't know any more how to handle it 
than so many dried herring. Well, well, we should say 
80. We are pretty much dead, if other folks are alive." 

The physician, being hardly awake, did not notice 
that he had been roused by a stranger. 

" Do you know how it would have been," he asked, 
" if we had swallowed a fishbone, or had been mur- 
dered for our money ; if some way or other The Old 
Doctor had been gathered to his fathers ? Well, well. 
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we will announce. That illufitriotiB adminiBtrator of 
the black dose wonld have let our plague-smitten angel, 
jnst the sixteenth part of an inch lower than the chera- 
bim and seraphim, slip through his fingers. Two or 
three days afterward, that ossified old dominie, up 
here, would have stood by her coffin, contented as a 
baskets of chips, consoling some of the most intelli- 
gent mourners in New England after this fashion : 

" * The Lord gave^ that's all right enough ; ' the Lord 
taketh away^ which would have been, in the language 
of a writer of considerable vim, ^an odious, damned 
lie I ' Then, of course, he would have added, * BUbhA 
he the name of the Lord^ ; a perfectly proper sentiment 
suitably employed, but a mighty slim substitnte for 
' Cursed be the blockheadedness of doctors.' " 

A chiding, girlish laugh from his companion caused 
the physician to take a more careful view of her. 

" Beg your pardon," said he ; " you have the advan- 
tage of us." 

" Not at all," replied the other ; " I am the wife of 
the * ossified dominie.' " 

" Well, well, the Old Doctor has again missed his 
footing. Madam, plain language is our besetting in- 
firmity ; in fact, it is a constitutional calamity." 

Having made this accidental addition to the list of 
his acquaintances, the healer again took his place by the 
side of the patient, who was still quietly sleeping. Once 
more he passed his long hands over the sufEerer, and 
was satisfied with her condition. The goatee would not 
be still, neither would the tongue. 

** * God moves in a mysterious way ' ; so he does. In 
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this instance he moves by abnormal reversals of po- 
larity. We are a mortal, and a lamentable specimen at 
that ; we become important, however, by means of the 
occasion. Invited here to restore this beautiful young 
woman, we accepted. Should we have dared take off the 
cold hands that were hurrying her to the grave, and 
put our own in their stead, had we supposed we were 
opposing the determination of the Eternal? Never! 
On the contrary, we dared not, for the sake of our own 
soul, stand by and see the innocent needlessly perish. 
"We make no boast of our willingness to do what every 
man would be glad to offer to do ; we simply thank 
God that we could answer the sudden cry for help, 
* Willing not only, but ready, prepared.^ 

" What is our theory ? It is Nature's teaching : Re- 
store the magneto-electric currents to their proper 
course." 

Wretched as was the sufferer's condition, when she 
woke it was plainly to be seen that the onslaught of the 
disease was arrested. The look she gave Tom Ghile — 
for she knew him — ^brought The Old Doctor to tears. 
Compelled to imagine some very interesting scenery 
commanded by the window, a long time he stood, his 
hands behind his back, gazing at nothing. Presently 
turning to Tom, "Another opiate," he whispered, ^^and 
you would have had to go down into the Dark Valley 
to meet those eyes again. The opiate aside, had you 
not stayed the disease, we should have been too late." 

Passing his fingers over a little clear water, the 
physician now administered it to the patient ; for she 
must sleep again. This time a gentle slumber failed to 
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satisfy the mysterious healer ; and, in obedience to the 
sweep of his long, thin hands, soon the patient under- 
went a change not to be witnessed without horror. Her 
muscles grew steadily tense and more tense, until, 
linally, the entire body became rigid. All left the room 
but Tom Gale, to whose look of remonstrance the phy- 
sician replied, 

" Eest has its niduB in the rigors." 



XXV. 

" GaltDS appear when storms are past ; 
Love will have his hoar at last/' 

An antumn in 'Sew England has come and gone ; 
its matchless splendor has faded from the mountains, its 
briUiant mornings no longer alternate with those sober, 
thoughtful afternoons that pass like human presences ; 
the butterfly has disappeared, the cricket has leaped and 
piped its last. Maple Grove is naked, and dismal rain 
drips where sunshine and shadow, noiseless playmates, 
were wont to wanton away the happy hours together; 
while the winds, which lately bore fragrance and moved 
among the trees in melody, now moan by day and by 
night. As human hearts in the cottage lament those 
lying at the foot of the dark-topped peak, so Maple 
Grove bemoans its dead. 

It is the 17th of November, and Laura Darley sits 
in her parlor alone, health glowing in her cheek, hap- 
piness at her heart. The yearning look has gone from 
her face, and in its place is an expression of confidence, 
of the perfect trust seldom surviving childhood. Haunt- 
ing voices resound in her soul no more, the shapes of 
sadness and •despair that formerly came from out the 
gloomy vast of the unseen to vex the maiden's peace^ all 
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have vanished ; the fever has wrought its work in her 
physical nature, love a mightier in her spiritual nature. 

Agnes is in New York with Mrs. Gale. The Old 
Doctor has gone, none may say whither ; and Laura 
sits recalling his last words. She smiles, remembering 
how their tenderness took flight upon the sudden en- 
trance of her father. 

" To have served thee alone,'' he was saying, " would 
have amply rewarded thy old friend for his long and 
lonely life. While he lives he will follow thee as his 
own child. If thee should ever have a word of thy 
heart's joy to write him, this address will bring it 
safely." (Enter Mr. Darley.) 

" Well, well, my good man, we learned yesterday, by 
accident, that we have been designated, at no very re- 
mote period of the world's history, as the * Spider.' 
The aptness of the appellation is admitted. Now, the 
running and jumping spiders make no nests ; we are of 
that order, and, to-morrow morning, at daylight — should 
the wind meanwhile not get the better of the abbey- 
towers — we fold our tent and come the Arab on Queer 
Village." 

The goatee — the goatee ! it leaped marvelously. 

" Yes, we are nomadic and brisk ; now and then, the 
chamois is a cripple to us. — But haven't we tarried long 
enough ? We have cured three cancers ; have saved a 
boy, a woman, and a man, from the Open Jaws ; besides 
— besides the little favor coaxed over your own door-dlL" 

The grateful father, again attempting to express his 
indebtedness, failed as signally as he had . many times 
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"We donH say we will never call again. If tne 
Fates shonldn't ran short of threads to keep their scis- 
sors snipping, and we be not subpoenaed skyward, why, 
you may once more behold the shadow of our counte- 
nance.^' 

" By all means. Doctor, come ! " responded Mr. Par- 
ley. 

" We shall be waiting for you till you do," added 
Laura. 

" Thanks — ^thanks ; we will live in hope, though 
we die in despair. We have left our card ; and, should 
we receive an invite, we will black our boots, bleach 
and rebutton our super-bosom, and come up to see how 
the mate moves in double harness.'' 

This extraordinary figure had the intended effect on 
Laura. 

" Well, well, we should say so 1 " shouted the tall, 
angular merry-maker, bowing graciously and reaching 
his long finger toward her rising blushes. " We sha'n't 
promise to shed any tears of joy, or of woe ; our lach- 
rymal cistern burst every hoop decades ago. No use 
in trying to squeeze blood out of a turnip ; but, sta- 
tioned on the grand stand, we shall be happy to ele- 
vate our hat as the blood-span step off at the tap of the 
bell. 

" What we have to say by way of professional ad- 
vice is. Remember Lofa wife. Steer dead ahead ; that's 
the sailor's rendering. Spend no time reading last 
year's almanac ; that is our version." 

Giving the father's hand a hearty grasp, and bestow- 
ing a reverent kiss on the hand of her he had saved, 
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bowing lower than ever, then rising, and sweeping his 
cane in air with a flourish less graceful than pathetic— 
this done, The Old Doctor, fitly named the " Shadow," 
was gone. 

Laura's thoughts returned from this characteristic 
scene to her present surroundings. The rain continued 
to fall into the emptiness of the wood, and the wind 
never sighed more mournfully among the dripping 
evergreens. Though these sounds had not the old 
power over her, her mind would travel backward ; and 
dark as the night without werfe portions of its jour- 
ney. A year ago this night she wrote a poem. It was 
no uncommon thing for her to embody her thoughts 
in verse, but these lines now stood out, apart from all 
others, with strange distinctness. Perhaps it was be- 
cause their sentiment contrasted so strongly with her 
present mood, though the two nights, with twelve 
months between them, were as nearly alike as Mature 
could make them. She found the poem, and read it 
aloud: 

" What mean they — these rams of fall ? 
Thej wrap my life in their dripping pall ; 
They close my heart in their graves of gloom, 
And, a ghost, I gaze on my own gray tomb. 

" The moan from the lonely hill — 
It haunts my sleep, and will not be still : 
The homeless winds — shall they never rest, 
But forever sigh in mine empty breast? 

" I hear, and the sonnd grows dear : 
O winds so drear, and O leaves so sear, 
O voice and face of a hope that's fled, 
Let my soul lie low with the dreamless dead ! ** 
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The words, as she pronounced them, invoked the 
specters of a past banished forever ; the rain, driven by 
a sudden gust, beat against the window, and the ever- 
greens, gesturing passionately, sighed louder, as if in 
answer to their melancholy call. Bending their high 
tops earthward, reaching to and fro their cold, drenched 
arms, vainly did the responsive trees wrestle in the close 
embrace of darkness : Laura did not yield. She put the 
poem aside, and, deaf to their undying dolor, listened to 
sweet and hopeful music never theirs. Rightfully they 
bewailed the loss of the fair one that once mated her 
spirit with the spirit of the wood ; for she was taken 
from them, not to return. A human heart had drawn 
her from the heart of Nature, whose too close compan- 
ionship will tinge the brightest life with gloom. Her 
lover was nearing, and would be with her on the prom- 
ised November day. 



XXVI. 

*^ His warfare is within. There nnfatigned 
His fervent spirit labors. There he fights. 
And there obtains fresh triamphs o'er himself, 
And never-withering wreaths, compared with which 
The laurels that a Caesar reaps are weeds." 

It is midwinter, and Mrs. G^e, the Rev. Cummings, 
Agnes, and Tom being again together in Maple Grove, 
sad memories interwoven with glad hopes have made a 
memorable Christmas-eve. 

" It is in keeping with the general mystery of his 
behavior," spoke Mr. Darley, " to give ns no other name 
than The Old Doctor by which to identify him." 

"He had spoiled all by being definite," added 
Laura. "To me he is not so much a compound of 
clay as a mythological being. I prefer to guess at him 
— ^name, nature, and all his attributes. Shall he die the 
death of ordinary mortals, be buried, and Have a stone 
placed at his head with a man's name on it, date of birth 
and death ; all followed, perhaps, by a limping distich? 
Kot he I When he has raised his last incurable, and 
made his inexplicably- worded announcement of the fact, 
together with a parting bow, he will vanish before the 
patient's very eyes into the invisible elements whence 
he came." 
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" An airy theory," responded Tom, " but quite tena- 
ble. Dr. Eounds — well meaning, but too phlegmatic for 
ODe of his profession — tells me that he labored patiently 
to secure the names of some of The Old Doctor's magic 
drugs. It was a waste of time ; for most of the bottles 
and wrappers were not labeled, while those that were 
might as well have been scrawled over with characters 
of Sanskrit." 

" Wherever his place may be, between the philoso- 
pher and the phantom, he will hold a sacred niche in 
my memory," said Laura, thoughtfully. 

Tom Gale turned toward her; his lips remained 
closed, but his large eyes asked, "Is it indeed you, 
Laura ? " 

At length he exclaimed, " Forget The Old Doctor 1 
Never — ^never I " 

"You will find, my dear children," observed the 
father, " that the few God has destined to high pur- 
poses walk life's way, each wrapped in his own pecul- 
iar mystery. Sometimes this singularity of person and 
conduct commands respect ; sometimes it invites ridi- 
cule and contempt. The eccentric Old Doctor carries 
with him munificent honors the world can not confer ; 
he holds the seal of Nature's approbation and authority. 
His secret, so far as I can discover, lies in clinging to 
the few first principles ; in which method he but follows 
the framer and maintainor of the universe." 

A memorable eve it was, but what of the later 
hours ? Let us follow the Eev. Cummings and Tom 
Gale. 
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It is one of those mild nights after a fall of softest 
snow ; the squirrel will lose himself in it, rambling at 
earlj light, the chickadee will not trust its little weight 
there. The moon, surrounded by thick-grouped stars, 
shines its fullest and clearest ; the forests stand out dis- 
tinctly, like pieces of crayon-work with wide white 
margins. Nature shows no angles, no straight lines; 
her squares are circles, curve following curve from the 
caps on the fence posts to the crowns of the rolling 
hUIs. The winds are still, no sound is abroad except 
the perpetual voice of the mountain : the wide world 
is white and silent. 

Tom wished to go out into this winter night, this 
spiritualized day. Moreover, he had an errand with 
Mr. Cummings; so he walked up with him to the 
John Adams, where the two are now standing together. 
Neither has spoken for some time. Tom can not feel 
that the scene before him is a reality; perfect peace, 
beauty that can not give itself or another pain — at last 
he has found them. As he continues to gaze from 
cottage to wood, from wood to hill, from hill to star, 
it is hardly with waking eyes. 

At length his companion breaks the silence. 

" Do you remember a little talk we once had, down 
at the cottage, on the uses of sin % " 

"Perfectly." 

" I then said that my sin had been my friend ; that 
without it I should not have reached the worthiness — 
small though it be — to which I have attained." 

" Tes, I remember your words." 

"At that time I little thought that I should ever 
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be obliged to speak more fully; but it has become 
necessaiy. I can not officiate on the occasion for which 
you have seen fit to request my services, without a clean 
revelation of my past." 

Tom Gale turned his great eyes from the loveliness 
of Kature in utter astonishment : 

" Did such words come from another, I could not 
believe them seriously spoken." 

" It may be that I shall prove myself the last man 
that should bind you in the holy bonds of matrimony." 

" Pray do not attempt it. I can not think that you 
are in earnest." 

" Little do we know, my dear friend, to whom we 
speak, in whom we believe, in whom we confide." 

" Good sir, would you torture me ? What is your 
purpose % As yet barely assured that the scene before 
me is real, now I must ask if my respected and beloved 
benefactor be what he seems." 

" After you have heard me — ^" 

" You, Mr. Cummings, make a confession io meP^ 

" There is no alternative." 

" You can not shake my faith in you." 

" Listen. Had your father lived a few days longer, 
I that stand before you, a privileged citizen, a preacher 
of the gospel, might have occupied the cell of a male- 
.factor ! " 

Tom, having imagined nothing worse than that the 
clergyman wished to avow his tender feeling for Laura, 
these harsh, dreadful words shock him. Quelling his 
emotion as best he can, he looks his companion in the 
face, saying, " You have not told your story." 
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The pale man is now white as the snow at their feet^ 
but he begins as one without fear : 

" Though you were a child at the time, you must 
have since made yourself familiar with the trial during 
the progress of which your father felL There was 

great excitement in all the region. ^ who came 

to a violent death by hands undiscovered to this day, 
was widely known and respected ; justly so, for he was 
a man of many excellent qualities. I was his friend, 
and it was I that — killed him ! " 

" Oh," cries Tom Gale, " I thought the world could 
not again cui'se me I You killed him ! In the name of 
Heaven, justify the deed ! " 

" I will state the facts as God knows them ; had it 
been in my power, I would not have withheld them 
from him. Man alone I have desired to keep in igno- 
rance of them ; and it is here I lodge my sin, if indeed 
I be guilty. Too long dwelling on the theme, how- 
ever, may well have blunted my faculties: I would 
have you hear and determine. If I have aided you, 
it is now in your power to repay me. This is too 
beautiful a night for a tale of blood, but hear me 
patiently." 

'* Speak, speak I My soul insists upon your inno- 
cence." 

" There were no witnesses to the deed, done as it was 
in a lonely place just out of the village. * I was walk- 
ing there, a short distance from my room, afi was my 

habit when unable to sleep. must have been 

looking for me some hours. Before going further, let 
me Bay that there never had been any difficulty between 
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hb. We both sought the hand of the same woman, who 
eventually gave me the preference. The next evening, 

the one of the tragedy, called on her, and 

learned the situation. He left the house early, and, as 
I have said, from that moment must have been seeking 
me. I have always thought, in charity to him, that, 
before finding me, he became highly inflamed with 
liquor. Coming suddenly on me, without a word he 
sprang at me,- armed with a knife. We struggled des- 
perately, I meanwhile remonstrating all that was possi- 
ble, until it seemed plain that one of us must die. I 
was the stronger and more skillful, but was unarmed. 
Not till I was twice wounded — once very severely — did 
I succeed in wrenching the weapon from his hand. 
This done, for the moment I thought the contest 
ended ; when he drew a pistol and forced me, for self- 
preservation, to bury his own knife — ^I have it still — ^iu 
his treacherous breast." 

Tom Gale stands speechless. 

"You have the whole truth. Kather than that I 
should officiate at the marriage, were it not better for 
you to deal with me as your father would have done ? 
I am in your hands." 

" It is no part of my life-work," answers the other, 
rousing, "to execute my father's unfinished designs. 
It is largely through you that I am enabled to pro- 
nounce the word father. Never before have I so named 
him of whom you speak. I am satisfied that you are 
guiltless ; but did I know a man to be guilty of taking 
life, could I expose him when he had helped save me 
and mine ? — I tremble at the thought of what you have 
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endured, but jour sufPenDg, thank Grod, has not been in 
vain." 

"That is my consolation," responds the preacher, 
raising his sorrowful face to the heavens illumined with 
unending glory. "You know better than most men 
what it is to be haunted through long years by a terri- 
ble secret. God has been merciful indeed ; otherwise, 
I should long since have slept the sleep of him that 
forced mo to return him to the mother earth. — Once 
more I ask you, you to whom my conduct comes newly, 
does it condemn me \ " 

" As I knew I must, I find you guiltless ; and let no 
syllable of this be breathed again. It is hard for a son 
to say it, but my father — I^'o, let it pass." 

" I knew him ; he had his faults." 

"How did he discover your connection with the 
case?" 

"lie surprised me in my room with my coat off, 
the morning of the day he fell ; when an unexpected 
flow of blood from the wound in my left arm stained 
the sleeve of my imder garment before his very 
eyes." 

"A close escape. Did he then and there chaige 
you with the deed % " 

" On the contrary, he said nothing ; but I read the 
suspicion in his face, and came near throwing myself 
on his mercy. I was still contemplating that coarse 
when the news of his sudden death arrived. Then, 
provided he had not communicated his discovery — 
which he was not likely to have done so soon, being a 
maji Blow to share his honors — I decided that there was 
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no one left to fear. The decision was too hasty, how- 
ever, as may be shown in few words. 

" It was not long before I found that I must have 
medical aid. From the first I had dressed my wound 
as best I could, but it was not healing. To consult a 
surgeon near home, would be hazardous, fatal ; so I set 
out on a journey. Having traveled about a hundred 
miles by carriage, I overtook a man walking, with saddle- 
bags thrown over his arm. Though nearing middle age, 
he proved to be a practitioner but a few months out of 
college. I told him a plausible story (Heaven forgive 
the one falsehood of my life!), whereupon he cheer- 
fully proffered his services. His skill and gentle- 
ness at once attracted me, while his plain, weird face 
impressed itself deeply on my memory. At parting, 
he assured me that, by following his directions, I could 
care for my own wants in the future ; I in return pre- 
dicted for him a life of eminent usefulness. Both ex- 
pectations have been realized :_ my arm became speedily 
sound, and my attendant became no other than ' The 
Old Doctor.' " 

"How many times I have said it I Thh world 
is too smaU : we can not get away from one an- 
other.'*^ 

" Alas that we should wish to I " 

" Ay ; but have you not been in hourly dread that 
The Old Doctor would recognize you ? " 

" On one occasion, for an instant, I believed he did, 
and thereafter increased my caution. Undoubtedly, I 
gave myself unnecessary trouble ; for it was I, not the 
physician, that at that hour, years ago, took note of 
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every siglit and Bound. Moreover, few men change 
more with age tlian I have." 

" To think that, after so many years, here in this 
little far-away village, you should be intimately asso- 
ciiited with the few persons that it has been your con- 
stant puri>ose to avoid 1 " 

"The thought is constantly with me. Your dear 
brother's arrival startled me ; and when, soon after, mj 
eyes fell on you, and later on the form and face of The 
Old Doctor, I verily trembled : it seemed as if the aveng- 
ing Fates were closing in on me. However, my post 
of duty was here, and — God be praised 1 — ^I did not 
swerve at this late day. Thoughts flood in upon me 
that, unchecked, the dawn would interrupt. I will add 
but a word. 

'* The man that was tried for the murder, as you 
remember, barely escaped conviction. Though, for a 
time, the evidence went against him, I could not see 
how it was possible for him to fail of establishing his 
innocence. Had he failed, I should have surrendered 
myself. That obligation was plain enough, and I was 
fully resolved to meet it ; any further responsibility I 
could not force myself to acknowledge. Had I gone 
before the authorities and told my story, it would not 
have been believed ; I myself would have been loath 
to credit such testimony. 

" Perhaps it was cowardly ; but, when I considered 
the shame that might wrongfully be brought on my 
family, on my mother, through an exposure of my 
most grievous misfortune, I studiously concealed it. 
Had I been alone in the world, I might have done dif- 
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f erently. Fearing that the truth might some time come 
to light, I sought honorable means to break my engage- 
ment, and have since led a quiet life, doing what good 
lay in my power and forming as few intimacies as pos- 
sible." 

A panorama of the preacher's life of sacrifice passes 
before Tom Gale's eyes ; his silent inward struggle with 
regard to Laura, and his noble conduct toward himself 
furnishing its last sad scenes. 

Men seldom part so tenderly as do our friends at 
this time. The Rev. Cummings watches Tom Gale 
until his form is lost beneath the hemlocks shadowing 
Darley Cottage. 



xxvn. 

*^ The wanderer was returned ; I saw him stand 
Before an altar with a gentle bride." 

Autumn witnessed a funeral at Maple Grove ; and 
New- Year's day saw something very similar — a ma^ 
riage. Tom Gale and Laura Darley, responding in the 
presence of a few friends to the official inquiries of 
the Eev. Cummings, vowed to love and cherish each 
other while they should live. This was all ; but there 
was something exceedingly solemn about it. 

The future of two young persons could not look 
more auspicious ; they loved each other sincerely— :» 
marriage consideration still prominent in theory, if get- 
ting obsolete in practice — and they were united solely 
because they so loved, the usual accessory incitants 
being excluded ; their friends unanimously bade them 
God-speed — a piece of good fortune not always granted 
to those in their circumstances ; then, looking from that 
bold, saucy eminence, the business point of view, the 
groom was wealthy, and, already beginning to be famous, 
would, without doubt, add yearly to his possessions. 

Human prospects rarely read more invitingly ; the 
wedding guests could not suggest a change for the bet- 
ter in either party to the life-contract, or in the circnm- 
etancea of either. The Bev. Xenos Wicklebit, who was 
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courteously permitted to render valaeless assistance, 
would have added a few patent orthodox attachments 
to their religious mechanism, but it is verily believed 
that he inwardly decided that prosperity was possible 
without them. Precisely what had been hoped and 
prayed for had now come to pass, sensible petitions had 
been speedily and specifically granted. Even the day 
was full of sunshine. New- Year wore brightness on 
his forehead, while his breath thrilled through the veins, 
inspiring courage, health, and hope. 

How, then, could sadness make its voice heard amid, 
the chorus of these singers of gladness ? Whence the 
shadow that crept on this scene of light, stealthily laying 
its dark length there ? Why was there aught but joy 
in Maple Grove at the celebration of love, and the 
brilliant inauguration of the New- Year ? 

Weddings are proverbially funereal, but the alliance 
formed on the present occasion was not to be classed 
with the farcical, desperate performances too common 
at the altar ; it had a reason for being. Indeed, neg- 
lect to complete it would have brought punishment 
on those guilty of it ; for it was a union in accordance 
with those laws that are equivalent to commands, laws 
in the framing of which man has no part. 

Why, then, be it again asked, did not the first sun of 
the glad New-Year dispel all darkness from Maple 
Grove? The reader has already made answer. The 
unseen had come too closely to our friends; startling 
visions had risen before their eyes, ominous voices had 
whispered in their ears: they had, one and all, been 

9 
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forcibly reminded that life has a terrible meaning. In 
a wordy they had thought and felt deeply ; and the 
f mit of this is seriousness — seriousness, the fragrance 
of which is the only true happiness. 

It was a long time before the pervading solemnity 
would admit the lighter incidents of the occasion. 
Uncle Dan opened the gates to them by brushing the 
tears from his eyes, and claiming the ancient privilege 
of kissing the bride. On his repeated statements, the 
old hero had not been so " fixed up " since the day of 
his own wedding ; and the white shirt-front and black 
coat, not knowing how to act on him, wrinkled and 
turned themselves distressedly from one awkward shape 
to another. Finally, when he stood up to perform this 
delicate ceremony, their extra antics reached the height 
of gymnic activity. Having kissed the forehead of the 
idol of his old years. Uncle Dan's generous nature 
prompted him to ^^a fair and square smack on the 
lips"; which was no sooner enjoyed than, with ele- 
phantine celerity and tremendousness of tread, he dis- 
appeared. 

The venerable gallant's retreat was naturally to the 
open air by way of the wood shed. In the humble 
place of refuge last named he was hailed by a compan- 
ion in trouble. Jo, having stood in a comer during the 
ceremony, as still as if all life had gone from him, at the 
first opportunity crept out. The Old Doctor, on leaving, 
had commissioned him to dispose of some three dozen 
vials, many of which still contained medicine. These, 
instead oi perpetrating willful waste by throwing them 
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away, Jo chose to retain; bo, having duly arranged 
them along the beams of the wood-house, he soon 
found that he had fitted out an apothecary shop of no 
small pretensions. To this the ailing proprietor. had 
now repaired for relief. Shaking, smelling, tasting, 
one and another of the preparations, with none of 
which he dared to experiment further, he welcomed 
Uncle Dan, from whom he might receive safe counael. 

" I veow," he exclaimed, still plying his perplex- 
ing task, " I've had rheumatiz afore, but never such as 
these ; and rows of groceries settin' reound, doin' nothin'. 
Ef I ken find them thet has the right smell into 'em, 
I'm going to try a dose. 

"Take a leetle of that 'ere," continued the wood- 
shed druggist, passing a vial to Uncle Dan. " Don't 
that squint toward fever % Ef I ain't plaguey out o' the 
road, I took a tea-spoon of that same drops three times 
a day, onct to a dose, as soon as convenient arter eatin', 
fifty year ago, deown in Maine. Don't be so skittish : 
what are ye a-f ra-ud on % Taste on't." 

Uncle Dan did not appear to hear. 

" Say," spoke Jo, louder, rising from his pharmaceu- 
tical investigations and buttoning his blue frock tightly 
about him — " say. Uncle Dan, I want ye to give me a 
lift." 

" All right," responded the other, absent-mindedly, 
moving toward the door. 

" O, I don't mean no handual labor ; I'm in a muz- 
zle how to git at the bran'-fire, spang-new bride all to 
onct. I hain't gin her a derned bow nor nothin'. 
They hain't none on 'em gone this quick, be they ? I 
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don't see no cutter tracks^ nnlese they went a Iiossback,'' 
Jo went on, with his accustomed lucidity of speech, 
peering out on the snow-beaten path before the door. 
At that moment Mr. Darlej came out, and, passing 
them, said, '* Jo, you better go inside ; you are inquired 
for." 

" Neow is my chance," whispered the knotty little 
son of Maine ; and, putting his white hat under his 
arm, he sought the bride. She met him with cake and 
wine ; at which his eyes sparkled, and his round, squi^ 
rel-like face became a beaming embodiment of grati- 
tude. 

" Jo," said Laura, " I shall expect you to saddle my 
horse for me many summers yet ; and always forget at 
least one buckle," she added in an under voice. 

" Much obleeged. Thank you kindly, Miss Lorry— 
I mean Miss Gale. — Confeound itl I alius flutterate 
and git tangled up 'twixt bridlemen and groomsmaids." 

The red-silk handkerchief — a Christmas gift from 
Laura— one corner in his hand, the other touching the 
floor, waved slowly to and fro, indicating that the ora- 
tor had still something of importance in store. 

"I sha'n't neglect to remember these doin's, nor 
you neither, Miss Gale. I've been tew many sich en- 
tertainments in distinguified circles (consideiin') ; but, I 
swings, I never see neater nuptails since Sue Tewksbury 
jumped the broomstick along with Jim Flickers, forty- 
odd year ago, way deown in Maine." 

Jo drained his glass, and, having folded his handker- 
chief, amid a round of applause hobbled triumphantly 

SLWSLJ. 
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" I tliink I didn't get the full force of his remarks," 
piped the pastor of the White Church, looking about 
him confusedly. 

" There is no more laugh in Mr. Wicklebit than 
there is in a cold, left-over boiled potato," whispered 
Mrs. Wicklebit to the Rev. Cummings. 

The hour of separation arrived, when suddenly the 
store and post-office clerk appeared at the door and 
called for the "lawyer." With strings fastened 
around the bottoms of his trousers-legs and his ear-pads 
tightly drawn, he was much out of breath, and, alto- 
gether, had the appearance of one dispatched on urgent 
business. Such was the case ; for, in one comer of the 
missive he handed Tom, was written, " Send mstarUer 
to Maple Grove." 

Tom broke the seal and read aloud : 

"To Mb. and Mbs. Thomas Gale. {Salve!) 

Primus. — Man is a magnet. (Charged with love, 
behold what he has drawn to him I) 

Sec. — ^The brain is a battery. 

Tert. — Life flows in magnetic currents. 

Quart. — The skin is second only to the soul. 

Quint — Man's happiness lies in the latitude and 
longitude of his liver. 

Sext. — Keligion follows the gizzard. 

Se^t. — Disease can he cured. 

These are our propositions. 

P. — Keep the whiffle-tree even. 
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S. — Uold the hazel -stick right end up, as it 
grew. 

T.— Sleep by night. 

Q. — Work by day. 

Q. — Eat no pies. 

jS. — Let four books suffice for your learning: the 
Bible, Homer, Plato, and Shakespeare. Study the Anr 
thor of all that is in the original : your cows pasture on 
his manuscript. 

S. — Let every day be a Sabbath. The wise are 
always worshipful, the worshipful are always humble, 
the humble are always happy. Once accustomed to 
the Universal Temple, the dome of St. Peter^s stands 
no higher than a nine-pin. 

This is our advice ; penned, as usual, by the side of 
the suffering. Our special regards to the Parson. Tell 
him we omitted to say to him that he spoke a good 
word to us when we were launching our little brig. 
We nefoer forget a friend. 

Thanks for the kind bid to the feast. Were we a 
free nigger, woxdd attend. Can't get away. From out 
the never-ending rattle of dry bones that sTiaU live 
again, we send our greeting ! 

The Old Doctor.'' 

The moon and stars shone, and the crusted snow 
sparkled under their beams as the Morgan span stood 
before the door of Darley Cottage. The lawyer, his 
wife and mother, and Agnes, at last bade adieu to 
Maple Grove, which they were not to see again till 
tbey bad visited foreign laud?)* Noiselessly they glided 
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from out the shadow of the hemlocks. " Farewell to 
Maple Grove ! Adieu to New England 1 " 

The voices of those left behind came faintly to their 
ears, then all was silent ; but they could see the form of 
the Rev. Cummings, by the side of his friend Darley, 
his hand pointing upward. One shout more — the 
trumpet-blast of Uncle Dan : they could not reply. 

A long time Jo stood alone, kicking slowly and 
feebly at the snow ; his vials could not comfort him. 

" Rheumatiz," he groaned, " when it gits into the 
f eelin's, will fetch any human creetur ! — The end of 
this exercises is now closed." 



THE END. 
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F, ANSTEY»S NOVELS. 



The Tinted Venus. 



A FARCICAL ROMANCE. By the author of **yice YersA," 
**Tbe Giant's Robe,** etc 12mo. Paper, 26 cents. Authorized 
edition. 

" It looks M if the mantle of Theodore Hook and Doug las Jerrold, 'which has 
seemed too ample for the shoulders of Mr. Bnmand, Mr. fiyron, and other minor 
English pretenders to the rdle of satirist and wit, was destined to deyolve, on- 
chiulenged, on the author of ' Vice VersA* and * The Tinted Venua.* The latter 
eztrayagansa, which has been reprinted in this country by the Appletons, more 
than confirms the expectations raised by Mr. Anstey^s first venture in the field 
of farcical romance, but which some intenrenine stones— though they might baye 
made the fortune of a new aspirant for fovor— -did not fhlly sustain. The reader 
must be indeed exacting who will not acclaim the mirth-proyokii^^ qualities as 
well as the admirable workmanship of Mr. Anstcy^s latest book."— i\^ F. Sun. 

The Giant's Robe. 

A NOVEL. By the author of " Vice Veraft,*' etc Prom advance 
sheets, by arrangement with the author. With numerous BIub- 
trations. 16mo. Cloth, |1.26. 

'* For ingenuity of construction, sustained interest, and finished workman- 
ship, there has been nothing in serial fiction for many a long day equal to *The 
Giant's Robe.' "-i\itf Jfatf OazetU, 

** This novel is as interesting in its style as its plot is original, and this is say* 
ing much, because the story is quite unlike anything hitherto seen in books. It 
is a story of modern life in which its ambitions, nofalways noble, its hopes, not 
always worthy, its aspirations, not always lofty, and its perpetual struggle for 
recognized place, power, and fortune, are most clearly, even vividly portrayed.'' 
•^Sonu Journal. 

Vice Versa; or, A Lesson to Fathers. 

By the author of "The Tinted Venus," "The Giant's Bobe,** eta 
16mo. Cloth, 11.00. 

" * Vice Yersft ' is one of the most diverting books that we have read for many 
a day. It is equally calculated to amase the Augm^ idler and to keep up the 
spirits of those who stay in town and work while oMiers are holidayrmaking. 
. . . The book is singularly well written, graphic, terse, and fUll of tr«rr«. The 
school-boy conversations are to the life, and every sceuJi ia bzlsk and well con- 
sidered."— Po^ MaU Gazette. 

The Black Poodle, and other Stories. 

By the author of " Vice VersA," " The Tinted Venus," etc. Illua- 
trated. 16mo. Paper, 50 cents. ^ «. 
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